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CHAPTER I. 
THE ELECTRIC BUCKBOARD. 

Sours of the island of Timor in the Indian Ocean and very nearly 
upon the parallel of 12 deg. south latitude, a ship was plowing its 
way through a tossing sea. 

Smoke circled from her funnels and rising high io the air seemed to 
blend with the low lying clouds in one continuous bank of white. 

Upon her decks stood a number of passeagers on their way to 
North Australia, the ship intending to touch at the port of Keats, just 
below Cape Hay. 

For many years numerous projects have been established to explore 
Arnhem Land as the north of Australia is called. 

It was a wild and desolate country filled with pitfalls and traps for 
the unwary traveler. 

There were found the savage wild beasts of the tropics, the deadly 
reptiles of the swamps, and the treacherous and murderous bushman. 

‘There were reputed rich gold mines in Arnhem Land, fields so rich 
with the ore that it could be had for the turning up with a shovel. 

This report led many unwary and venturesome men to dare the 
perils of the wilderness for the sake of the fortune which they hoped 
to so easily win. 

And upon the Raven, which was the name of the steamship which 
ran over from Java and touched at points on the coast, was a party 
of men who had come to brave these awful perils, to invade where 
many had gone and failed to return, and fully explore Arnhem Land. 

They had not come uuprepared nor were they men who were not 


' thoroughly equal to their undertaking. 


Only four in number they were, three white men and a negro. 
The leading spirit of the party was a man known and famed the 
world over as an inventor. 


Frank Reade, Jr., was his name and he hailed from Readestown, 


U.S. A. Not a man in his native land was more famous. 

As the inventor of the ‘‘ Steam Man,” the *‘ Electric Horses,” ‘‘ Sub- 
marine Boat” and other famous creations he was justly celebrated. 

His three companions ,were Barney O’Shea, an Irishman, Stanley 
Martin, a plucky young American, and Pomp, a faithful negro. 

Barney and Pomp were trusty servants of Frank Reade, Jr. 
Martin was a young Yale student who was anxious to gain infcrma- 
tion in extensive travel. 

Standing upon the deck of the Raven they were engaged in eager 
conversation and in watching for the coast Jine of the Australian con- 
tinent. 

‘* We ought to sight Cape Van Diemen in an hour,” declared Cap- 
tain Benton, who came along at this moment, ‘‘but for this choppy 
sea we would have seen it before this.” 

‘That is welcome news!” said Frank Reade, Jr. with a pleasant 
laugh. ‘* We shall be glad to reach our destination!” 

‘* Amen!” chimed in Stanley Martin, ‘‘It has been expectation 
long deferred. But I presume we shall see wonderful things enough 
to richly repay us!” 

‘‘ There are many wonderful things in Australia!” declared Capt. 
Benton, ‘‘ as you will learn after you have been there awhile. I hope 
you will enjoy yourselves!” 

‘* We hope to!” replied Frank, + 

‘J am anxious to see that Electric Buckboard of yours once put 
together. I am sure it must be a wonderful sight!” 

‘* The Buckboard is quite @ machine!” declared Frank. ‘I feel 
quite sure that we shall surprise the bushmen not a little.” 

‘« That you will. It goes by electricity you say?” 

‘* It’s motive power is furnished by electric engines. But you shall 
ae and enjoy a ride in the Electric Buckboard when we once reach 
shore,” 

‘*T can assure you [ shall be delighted!” 

Then the captain moved away to another part of the ship. 

The Electric Buckboard was Frank Reade, Jr.’s latest and greatest 
invention. For along time the young explorer had kept in mind a 
trip to North Australia, and the Buckboard was specially designed 
for such a thing. : % 


At the first thought one would wonder not a little how an electric 
buckboard could be constructed. 
The buckboard proper is known to be a wagon without springs, yet 


of such length of body that one’s weight depending upon a single - 


pliable board is carried without the least jar. It is much used in 
mountainous regions of the United States, 

Frank knew that Arnhem Land was in a large part mountainous. 

The machine he must devise to traverse that land with then must 
be of a proper sort to ride smoothly over rough land. 

The ordinary springs would admit of such jolting that the delicate 
electric engines would stand a good show to-.get out of order very 
soon. 

So Frank devised the Buckboard. And before going further in our 
stery, let us take a look at the machine, 

As it stood completed in the yard of the extensive machine shops at 
Readestown the Buckboard was a thing of beauty and perfection to 
gaze upon. , 

In shape it was long and narrow, with a light body and a canopy 
Lop. ; 
The body was made of tough and thinly rolled steel; four wheels, 
two in front and two in the rear, supported it. 

These wheels were possessed of broad and grooved tires of tough 
rubber, This made the vehicie almost noiseless upon smooth ground, 
even as a bicycle. 

There were three compartments, each having a broad seat capable 
of seating four people; therefore, the Buckboard ‘could carry twelve 
passengers. oy 

In the forward compartment, which was near the dasher, was the 
electric engine and dynamos. These were carefully protected by ex- 
tra partitinns of steel. 

The forward seat was near the dasher, where two wheels, one for 
steering or turning the forward truck, and the other for shutting off 
speed, were located. Here the steersman and engineer remained. 

And here, protruding through a louphole in the dasher, was an 
electric dynamite gun, the invention of Frank Reade, Jr., and truly a 
deadly weapon. an ae 

It was worked by pneumatic pressure and could throw a dynamite 
projectile the distance of fully a mile. 

This projectile which exploded by impact could blow a hole in the 
ground deep enough to bury half a hundred men. It was truly a 
deadly weapon. : 

The second compartment of the Buckboard contained stores, weap- 
ons and ammunition. 

The-third or last compartment contained an electric stove and all 
the utensils for cooking, all of which was in charge of Pomp. 

The canopy top of the vehicle was of steel, bullet proof. Upon all 
sides were lateen like curtains made to roll up or let down as the oc- 
casion demanded. 

These curtains were made of plates of steel and when rolled down, 
loopholes were displayed, through which shots could be fired at an at- 
tacking foe. : 

The Buckboard had been especially designed for traveling in an en- 
emy’s country. The travelers could feel safe even in the presence of 
an army. ' 

Thus was the exploring party equipped for the trip into the wilds of 
North Australia. 

The Buckboard had been designed so that it could be taken apart 
in sections, and was now stowed safely away in the hold of the Raven. 

The motive of Frank Reade, Jr., was simply that of adventure and 
research. Before leaving America great excitement had been created 
when news of the proposed trip was circulated. 

This had led Stanley Martin, a plucky young Yale student, to apply 
to Frank Reade, Jr., for permission to accompany him. 

At first Frank refused, but finding young Martin an agreeable com- 
panion, he had at length consented. 

But before the party should be long in Australia they were destined 
to find a mission well worthy of their prowess.’ What this was suc- 
ceeding events will show. 


« 
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Every hour now the Raven drew nearer the Australian coast. 

‘“¢ Golly!” cried Pomp, who had been straining his gaze for a sight 
of the Australian coctinent, ‘‘ dis chile jes’ be glad fo’ to set his foot 
on de lan’ once mo’. I’se nebber gwine to fin’ any mo’ fault.” 

‘« Bejabers, thac’s well said, naygur!” cried Barney. | ‘‘ Yez have 
nade to improve yer disposition jest a vit.” 

‘¢Wha’ am dat yo’ say, l’ish?” spluttered the darky. 

Both were warm friends, but delighted in nagging each other. 

It was hard to say which one of them held the advantage in this 
respect. It was generally an even thing. 

“ Yez have grown deaf if yez didn’t hear that!” retorted Barney. 
‘‘Shure do yez want me to repeat it?” 

‘¢If yo’ does, I don’ tak’ de law in mah han’s an’ chastise yo’ fo’ 
*sultin’ a gemmen, sah!” : 

‘‘Whurroo! Yez mane that? Shure av yez want a fall out av Barney 
O'Shea, there’s no toime loike the prisint.” 

‘‘ Will yo’ take back wha’ yo’ said, honey?” 

‘‘T niver take back anything!” 

‘¢ Ki dar! Look out fo’ vo’sef.” | 

Down went Pomp’s woolly head like a battering ram. 
mad rush at Barney. 

The Celt dodged, but his foot slipped and he did not get quite far 
enough out of the way. 

The darky’s head struck him in the hips. He was tilted into the air 
and down he went like a load of bricks with Pomp on top of him. 

But Baruey got a grapevine, and the two jokers rolled over and 
over upon the deck. 

The result was most disastrous. 

In their rolling they gained the cabin stairway. : 

Unfortunately one of the sailors had left a bucket of moiten tar 
there. \ 

It was liquid but not hot. 

Tke two wrestlers went bang against it. 
were covered with it. 
and down the stairs. 
The bucket of tar went bumping after them. A ludicrous scene it 
was. , 

It was hard to tell which was the darky and which the white man. 

The tar caused their clothing to adhere so firmly that it required 
several of the crew to pull them apart. 

Everybody was convulsed with laughter but the captain, who was 
angry to think that the tar had been spilled upon his cabin stairs. 

However, Frank Reade, Jr., punished the jokers by compelling 
them to clean up the tar from the stairs. 

They had harely accomplished this when the lookout shouted: 

‘¢ Land ho!” 


He made a 


The next moment they 
In trying to recover they went over the edge 





CHAPTER II. 
AT PORT OF KEATS. 

Ir was an exciting cry. Instantly everybody was on deck. 
plain that the coast was in sight. 

At once the crew began to make preparations for making port at 
Port Keats. The decks were made ship shape, and when the rugged 
promontory of Cape Hay was rounded everything was in order. 

Keats could be seen at the lower end of a fine barbor. 

There were a few small sailing vessels in sight. The town itself was 
a@ mere Village, but romantically situated. 

As the ship made the harbor a distant puff of smoke was seen and 
the report of a gun heard. 

It was a salute from the small fort, and Captain Benton answered it 
by shaking out the Union Jack and answering with a small gun fore 
ward. 

Then in the deep water of the harbor the Raven came to anchor. 

Instantly the steamer was surrounded by a legion of boats from the 
heavy lighter for removing cargo down to the cande of the native 
black trader. 

It was a novel and foreign scene. For some while the Raven’s pas- 
sengers regarded it. 

Then Captain Benton came up to Frank, and said: 

‘¢ We will take your machine ashore now. There is a lighter along- 
side.” 

‘« Good!” cried Frank, joyfully. ‘‘ That is the best of news!” 

The various parts of the machine were placed aboard the heavy 
barge. A short while later they were taken ashore. 

‘hen the travelers themselves prepared to leave the ship. 

But at this juncture a small launch, flying the British flag, came 
alongside. Captain Benton saluted Frank, and said: . 

‘¢T have an honor for you, sir!” 

«¢ Ah!” exclaimed Frank. ‘‘ What may it be?” 

‘¢ Gov. Archibald sends you his compliments and invites you to so- 
journ with him while in Keats.” 

Frank was overwhelmed, However, he managed to say: 

‘*T am honored to accept the governor’s very kind invitation, ard I 
will be on hand as soon as possible.” 

The captain’s gig took the distinguished travelers ashore. 
were met by the governor himself, a short, stout 
lishman. 

A jovial host Gov. Archibald proved. 
come his visitors, 

** Indeed Iam glad tosee you!’he declared. ‘* You must know 
how welcome new-comers are in this remote part of the world,” 

The governor’s ‘‘ palace,” as it was called, was quite a respectable 


It was 


ruddy faced Eng- 


He was delighted to wel- 


They | 


bungalow, in a clump of trees, upon a prominent spot overlooking : 


the harbor. 


SL 
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Here the party were given wine and a hearty dinner. Then Barney 
and Pomp went out to help about adjusting the Buckboard. But the 
governor detained Frank and Stanley Martin. 

‘“Come into my audience-room!” he said. ‘I wish to see you 
upon a very important matter.” | 

‘“* Indeed!” said Frank. ‘‘ Then you anticipated our coming?” 

‘Ob, yes. I received word some days ago by mail from London. 
La it came a very strange etory, anda request from a gentleman 

ere.” > 

‘** Indeed!” exclaimed Frank in surprise, 

**T will tell you!’ 

They now entered a large room with rows of book shelves upon 
either hand, and the general appearance of a lJbrary. 

‘‘ This is my audience chamber,” said the governor, explanatively. 
‘* People come from all parts of the Province with their requests and 
their grievances.” 

Archibald motioned Frank and Martin to take chairs. 

Then he seated himself at his desk. 

From an inner drawer he drew forth a bundle of papers, 
them was a photograph. 

He held it up. 

It was the likeness of the most beautiful young girl that the two 
travelers had ever seen as they believed, They gazed spellbound. 

‘¢ By Jupiter! she’s an angel!” cried Martin. 

‘* Indeed she is beautiful!” declared Frank. 

The governor nodded his head. 

‘IT thought you would say that!” he declared, ‘‘ but you will be 
horrified when I tell you her fate!” 

“ What?’ 


‘* This queen among women is at this moment a captive in the 
power of the most villainous band of bushmen in North Australia.’’ 
A cry of horror burst from the lips of the two listeners. 

‘*A captive! Great Heaven, that is awful!” gasped Martin. 

‘¢ How terrible!” exclaimed Frank. 

‘Yet it is true.” 

‘* But tell us how it happened? Who is she?” asked Martin. 

** She is the daughter of Leonard Harcourt, of London, a very 
wealthy man. He came here a year ago for the purpose of investing 
a large capital in fruit raising. He purchased a farm of several 
thousand acres out here twenty miles at a place called Elfinland. It 
was @ beautiful spot, and created by. nature for the purpose. 

‘“‘ Well, Harcourt has made a success of his enterprise, and all has 
gone well until within a month. Just four weeks ago he awoke one 
night to find all his buildings on fire. 

“Every effort was made to extinguish the flames, but in vain. 


‘* What may it be?” 


/ 


Among 


efforts to rescue her have been futile.” : 

nt Outrageous!” exclaimed Martin, hotly. ‘‘ It was the work of a vil- 
ain. 

‘¢The bushmen?” asked Frank. . 

Archibald nodded his head. . 

‘© You have hit it, Mr. Reade!” he declared. ‘‘It was the work of 
the bushmen. Their leader, however, is not a black or a native of 
Australia, tut a Frenchman named Leon Martel.” 

‘* Ali, but how do you even know that the young girl is alive? She 
may be dead,” said Frank. 


‘*No; we know better than that!” declared Gov. Archibald, ‘‘ the 
purpose of the viliain Martel was not a murderous one, He holds her 
captive.” 

‘¢ But what is his purpose?” 

‘‘He knows that Lenoard Harcourt is a very wealthy man and he 
seeks a ransom.” 

‘¢A ransom?” 

‘¢ Yes.” 

Frank and Martin looked at each other. 

‘*For the sum of fifty thousand pounds,” continued the governor, 
‘the will restore Mabel to her distracted parent.” | 
‘«The scoundrel!” exclaimed Frank. ‘‘And what does Mr. Har- 
court say to this?” 

‘« He is inclited to pay the ransom. 
the world to recover his darling child. 
money.” 

ae he must never pay it! The young lady must and shall be res- 
cued!” | 
‘‘Do you mean that?’ cried the governor, eagerly. ‘‘Ah, Mr. 
Reade, that is what I have wished to see you about. Can we depend 


He of course would give all in 


upon your assistance?” 
Frank extended his hand. 


**T would be worse than a brute if I should refuse,” he declared. ‘I 
am very glad as well to have the object in view. It will give spice to 
our exploring trip.” 

‘¢ You will have the undying gratitude of a sorrow-stricken father,” 
declared the governor. ‘‘ He will repay you well.” 

‘‘ But I may not succeed!” 

‘‘T feel sure that you will. With such a wonderful vehicle as your 
Electric Buckhoard, you can stand your ground with the whole mur- 
derous gang. Ob, yes, you will succeed.” 

‘*T will try,” said Frank, modestly. 

_ Martin gripped his hand. 
‘‘T am glad you have espoused this noble cause, Frank,” he said. 

‘*You are! Why?” | ‘ be Sit 

‘* Because if you had not, I should have done so single handed.” 

‘* Oh, Iam sure that you brave fellows will succeed!” cried Archi- 


That night Mabel Harcourt disappeared, and from that day to this all — 


He has sent to London for the: _ 


Sao 


\> 
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bald, with tears of joy in his eyes. ‘‘I shall pray for you. Be sure 
and bring Mabel Harcourt back to us safe and well.” 

‘‘ We will if we live!” cried Stanley Martin, fervidly. 

** But don’t forget that you have undertaken an arauous task, These 
bushmen are a pecnuiiarly bad foe to handle. They can follow the 
trail of a spook, and they seemed to have the miraculous power of 
making themselves invisible at will.” 

“Fear not!” said Frank, | have trailed the American Indian 
who is a master of strate 

_** But what if we do get salle” wae Martin, heroically. 
well lost in the cause of so beautiful a lady!” 

‘Just at that moment the door opened. A man of patriclan appear- 
ance crossed the threshold. 

He paused at sight of Frank and Martin. 

‘** Friend Archibald, your pardon,” he said, politely. 
Ware that you were occupied. m 

‘* Harcourt!” cried the governor, joyously. ‘' Jus@the man I want- 
ed to see. Allow me to present to you two American gentlemen, Mr. 
Frank Reade, Jr., and Mr. Martin.” 

The Englishman looked surprised. 

“ What!” he exclaimed. ‘This is not the Mr. Reade you were teil- 
ing me about a short while ago?” 

‘¢ [The same!” replied the governor. 

«« Not the owner of the famous Electric Buckboard which can travel 
any where at the will of the owner?” 

‘‘ It is nobody else!” | 

The greeting was a warm one. At once Frank and Stanley were 
friends with Harcourt. The bereaved father told his story over and 
over again. 

Frank and Martin of course expressed their sympathy and assured 
him of their co-operation. 

‘* Have no fear, sir!” said Frank, confidently. 
held for ransom no harm will be done her. 
rescue her.” 

‘* You will win the undying gratitude of a sorrowing father!” de- 
clared Harcourt. ‘‘ For Mabel is very dear to my heart.” 

‘* At least you may be assured of one thing,” said Frank, earnestly. 
‘We will do all we can to rescue her.” 

‘*T believe you. May God bless you!” 

Gov. Archibald pow produced sonie rich Australian wine. 
took of it, and then the governor said: 

3 would like very much, Mr. Reade, to see your wonderful ma- 
chine. Can you not show it to us?” 

‘¢ With the utmost pleasure,” declared Frank. 
engaged in, pattiog: it together down on the wharf. If you will come 
with us I think 1 can show you something, the like of which you have 
not seen before.” 

‘* We shall be delighted.” 

The two men at once prepared to accompany Frank and Martin 
down to the wharf. 

Quite a crowd of the townspeople had gathered there by this time. 
Barney and Pomp were busily at work constructing the Buckboard. 

They were just adjusting the wheels as the party came up. 

‘* Shure, Misther Frank, it will be all ready in tin minutes more,” 
declared Barney. ‘* Thin yez kin be afther takin’ a ride in it.” 


CHAPTER Il. 

THE WARNING, 
_ BARNEY and Pomp had made quick work in putting the machine 
together. In ten minutes as Barney had said it was complete. 

But of course the stores were not yet aboard nor the am munition. 
Yet the electric engines were imorder. 

Frank stepped aboard and inspected these. 
Governor and Mr. Harcourt: 

‘* Pray step aboard and I will show you over the machine.” 

The two men at once complied. Their wonderment was increased, 
as they saw the interior of the Buckboard. 

They seated themselves upon the middle seat with Frank. Martin 
and Pomp sat in the rear, while Barney at the dasher bandled the 
electric lever. 

Barney switched on the current and the Buckboard glided from the 
wharf out into the street. 

lis motion was as noiseless and graceful as could well be wished. 
Down the little street it moved. 

‘* Well, this beats all!” cried Leonard Harcourt, in wonderment. 
‘Mr. Reade, you’re the greatest genius on earth!” 

‘‘ Not quite so bad as that,” laughed Frank. & 

- The buckboard was quickly out “of the town. There was a little 
pass in the bills. 

Through this it passed and came out upon a boundless plain. 
Here was a good stretch and Barney let the Buckboard out for a fast 
run. The machine could easily run forty miles an hour on smooth 
surface. It now shot ahead like a rocket. 

The governor and Harcourt literally held onto their seats in terror. 

‘* Whew!” exclaimed Archibald. ‘This suits me! I don't want to 
go any faster!” 

‘Ig there not sone risk, Mr. Reade?” 

Frank laughed at this. | 

‘*T think not, *he said. ‘ By the way, Mr. Harcourt, did not you 
say your ranch was out this way somewhere?” 

‘* There!” cried Harcourt, pointing to a distant rise of land. “‘ Mercy 

sete 5 Have we come thus far in so short a space of time?” 
you have not seen the best speed of the machine at 
as is your ranch from the town?” 


‘** Life ia 


‘‘] was una- 


‘* Tf your daughter is 
We will be enabled to 


All par- 


‘¢ My men are now 


Then he waid to pis 


How 


. 
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‘¢ About twenty miles,” 

Frank consulted his watch. 
- ** Well,” he said, ‘‘ we will visit your place and be back in time for 
dinner. You can then show me the ugly work of the buslmen,.” 
‘¢F shall be delighted; but mercy on us! we shall not be absent 
three hours from Keats if you keep your word.” 
‘© T shall do it.” 
‘Why, we have always considered it a day’s ran out here. Eh, 
Archibald?” | 
‘¢ A fact,” affirmed the governor. 
** Ah, well, you are riding with Frank ‘Réade, Jr., now,” laughed 
Frank. ‘ Hold on! here is a little pitch in the road.” 
The machine ran on at increased speed. Just where a shallow river 
took a wide sweep at the base of some hills was the ranch. * 
There were evidences yet of the fire and the battle with the bush- 
men. 


But the Englishman had made good headway toward rebuilding the 
place, 

Workmen were even now busy there. 

A great herd of cattle was seen as the Buckboard rolled up to 
the stockade gate. 

number of rough-looking men were galloping about on diminutive 
ponies, something Jike our American mustangs. © 

he appearance of the Buckboard created a@ sensation, and all 
crowded about it. 

But Frank was busy with the governor aud Mr. Harcourt. They de- 
tailed to him in particular the attack of the bushmen and its result. 
Frank listened attentively, and carefully noted all the important 
facts. This done, they returned to the Buckboard. 

The run back to Keats was devoid of incident. 

‘Frank kept his word and got the party there in time for the evening 
meal. 

‘*¢ In the morning,” he declareds ‘‘ we will set out for the stronghold 
of Black Leon.” 

‘¢ f would like to ask a favor,” said Mr. Harcourt, eagerly, 

Frank knew what it was before the Englishman ‘spoke further, but 
he said: 

‘* Well, sir, what is it?” 

“ That I may accompany you!” 

Frank took the other’s hand, and said: 

‘* Tam obliged to refuse that request. Really, Mr. ee 
much better and safer for you to stay at home. We will do 
to rescue your daughter.” 

“T have no doubt of that, Mr. Reade. But I should like to go.” 
Frank would not yield. 

Whereupon somewhile later Barcoore declared with a smile: 

‘* You may see mein the bush country anyway. Be on the lvok- 
out.” 


‘* You will be very unwise to attempt such a thing,” remonstrate d 
rank. 

The matter dropped here. 
governor’s house. 

Then an evening’s entertainment was furnished, to which the trav- 
elers contributed very materially. 

Pomp was an adept with the banjo, and Barney played the fiddle. 
Both sang songs in their native vernacular, and they were indeed 
interesting. 

It was a late hour when the party retired. 

Barney and Pomp remained aboard the Ruckboard, but Frank and 
Martin accepted a kind invitation to sleep at the governor's house. 

It was their first night in Australia. 

Thus far all their enterprises had proved successful, and all were in 
high spirits. 

Particularly so were Barney and Pomp. 

‘IT dons fink dis am a pooty fine kentry, eb, honey?” ke ejatulated 
as he sniffed the balmy air, 

‘* Bejabers, it’s nixt best place to ould Oireland,” declared Barney. 
Frank and Stanley Martin were destined to meet with experiences 
which would somewhat alter their opinion of the country. 

Upon retiring to his room that night Frank saw that it was in the 
northeast corner of the governor’s bungalow. 


t, it is 
e can 


A royal dinner was indulged in at the 


Below was dense shrubbery, palms and plantains. 


It fell upon the floor with a heavy thud, 

For a moment Frank was startled. He was instantly on his guard, 
however. 

x ue Sprang backward to get out of range of any possible assassin 
elow. 

Then he regarded the object on the floor. 

It was a blood red Knife, and in falling it had struck point down- 
ward into the floor. 

Frank was so astonished that for a moment he could not act. 

Then he saw, upon closer scrutiny, that there was a slip of paper 
upon the hilt of the dirk. 

At oace he stepped forward, and pulled the blade out of the floor. 
He detached the paper, and read inscribed in a scrawling hand: 


‘‘ FRANK READE, JR.—Dear Sir: Yew kin no more track down 
Black Leon than yew kin fetch down the moon. There’s a coffin ana 
six feet of ground fer you if yew dare attempt it. Ther gal is safe, 


Suddenly through the open window an object came hurtlingin. ~~ | 


an’ won’t be hurt if ther ransom is paid.. Her father is able to pay 


it—an’ it’s my bread an’ butter, an’ don’t yew meddle! 
‘** Yours, dangerously, 
‘* LEON Mart EL.” 


#@ Frank, ° 
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Frank read the curious warning twice. Then he touched the bell 


wire. 
, Ina few moments a native servant appeared. Frank said to him: 
‘* Ask your master, the governor, to come here at once. Tell him 


_it is something of great importance.” 


_ It seemed an age to Frank before the summons was answered. 
There was a look of surprise in Archibald’s eyes as he came in. 

‘“« Well, Frank,” he saic, * “do you want tosee me?” 

‘“c Yes. rn ; 

‘“*T am here.” 

‘* Read this.” 

Frank handed himethe cu¥ious warning 
then exclaimed in amazement: 

‘* How did you get this?” 

Frank showed the dirk. 

‘¢ It was thrown thrqugh the aids with this,” he declared. 

** Through the window?” 

‘+t Yes,” : 

Archibald looked at the window with horror. His face was pale. 

‘« How did they ever get into my garden?” he gasped. ‘‘ It’s the 
bushmen. We are in great danger.” 

‘‘In danger?” 

-* Yes; at any moment they may shoot us with their poisoned jave- 
lins. That is certain death.” 

In spite of bis usual hardihood Frank could not help a shiver. 

‘« Have you not guards about the place?” he asked, 

‘¢ Yes; but they must have eluded them. Wait and I will alarm 
the guard. Search must be made. “We are not safe a mument. Come 
with me!” 

‘‘ But I prefer to stay here,” said Frank, drawing a revolver. ‘‘ [ 
have a quick shooter here, andif I get sight of one of tae rogues he 
will have to be very quick if he eludes me.” ; 

‘** But I beg of you!” pleaded the governor. ‘‘ Do not linger here, It 
is more than your life is worth! Come!” 

Frank saw that the other was very muchin earnest. 
the best plan he obeyed. 

In a very short time the whole place was in an uproar. 

The town even was aroused. Armed guards searched eyery part 
of the grounds and the house. 

But if any of the bushmen had been in the vicinity they were not 
now, or at least they could not be found. 

Doubtless they had made good their escape. At this moment an 
idea came to Stanley Martin. 

‘*[ wonder how Barney and Pomp are?” he exclaimed. 
suppose they have tackled them?” 

‘¢ We will find out,” said Frank. _ 

Both started at once for the Buckboard. 
the governor’s grounds. 

The electric light was burning in the forward compartment as wey 
approached, and a glance was enough to settle all fears. 

With the steel shutters pulled tightly down there was no chance for 
anybody to attack Barney and Pomp. 

They were having a friendly game of cards, and as Frank and Stan- 
ley tapped on the blinds Barney sang out: 

‘‘ Share, an’ who is there?” 

“T’s Frank!” 

‘* All right, sor. Wait a moment!” 

It was but a moment’s work for Frank and Stanley to climb aboard 
as Barney pressed the key and the shutters went up. 

*“Upcn my word!” said Frank to Martin, ‘‘I’m not going back to 
the governor’s house to-night!” 


™~ 


The governor read it and 


Believing it 


. * Do you 


It was near the gate to 
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CHAPTER IV. 
IN THE BUSH COUNTRY. 


‘Waar, sir! You are not?” asked Stanley, in surprise. 


‘*This is the safest place for us while we are in. this danger beset 
country. By pulling down these shutters no one can creep in upon 
and assassinate us.” 

‘‘You are right!” replied Stanley; ‘‘ but what word will you send 
the governor——” 

Before Martin could finish the sentence several of the armed guards 
appeared. 

‘‘The governor sends his compliments and says that you will be all 
safe at his house now,” said the foremost. 

Frank saluted and. replied: 

‘Return my compliments to the governor, and tell him that I have 
decided to remain on board the Buckboard to-night.” 

The guard departed with this. 

The shutters were closed. Barney took the first watch, and all the 
Others turned in. They were as safe as possibly could ‘be on board 
the Buckboard. 

When the morning light came all were astir. 
down early to see them. 

He deprecated seriously the incident of the night, and strove to 
smooth the matter over. 

‘*My guards have never been lax before!” he declared, ‘‘ but these 
bushmen are like shadows. They come and go like spirits.” 

‘© You ought to do something to rid the country of them!” declared 
« Gertainly your life cannot be safe!” 

‘*This is the first time that they have ever invaded my Mepis to 
my knowledge.” : 


The governor was 


— 
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‘Look out in future,” said Frank, * but I will deal with them in 
the right way as soon as I can ferret the rogues out,” 

‘*] pray Heaven you may have success!” 

The stores were quickly put aboard the Buckboard. Then all was 
announced in readiness for the start. 

It was a random mission that Frank was going,on. Nobody could 
tell him where to find Martel. 

“‘T think I should strike into the mountains,” said the governor. 
‘‘It is my opinion that Martel does not frequent ‘the bush so much as 
his followers.” 

‘«That is true!” declared Harcourt. ‘‘I sincerely believe that my 
darling child is somewhere held prisoner up in the Kangaroo Hills.” 


“Very good,” said Frank. ‘‘ We will then try the Kangaroo Hills 
first of all.” 


Stanley Martin looked forward to the rescue of Mabel Harcourt with 
@ peculiar thrill. 

He had never seen the young girl in his life, but what he had seen 
of her photograph had made a deep impression upon him. 

He was always a practical, matter of fact fellow, and this was the 
first feminine face to make an impression upon him. 

‘If 1 did not know myself so well,” he declared, “I-should think I 
was in love,” this of course to himself. g 

The Buckboard at length was ready and rolled out of the town. 
Soon Keats was left far behind. 
* Passing once more out upon the plain beyond the coast range of 
hills, the Buckboard boomed along at a rapid rate. 

Great droves of cattle were passed and groups of herders who looked 
at the machine with the keenest of wonderment. 

Far to the horizon line Frank saw the blue outlines of what had 
been described to him as the Kangaroo Hills. 

He headed the Buckboard straight for them. 

Soon the immense farms began to fade out of sight and the Buck- 
board came to the real wilderness. 

The sandy arid plains now took the place of the green prairie. 
There were clumps of bushes at various intervals. They were in the 
real bush country. ; 


Here in a region which seemed hardly capabie of supporting any 
form of life dwelt and reigned the terrible bushmen. 

For days one might travel through this desolate region and fancy 
himself the only human being. 

He would see not even a ‘footprint, yet behind every bush there © 
might be a lurking black foe. 

So stealthy, so wily, are the bushmen that their movements are 
hard to follow. So peculiar their methods that a traveler can be in 
their death circle for days before the fatal blow is struck. 

With a natural scent keener than that of the fox, they are always at 
home in the vast waste. They never want for food, for a snake, a toad, 
or a lizard is an appetizing morsel of the bush native. 

Yet among this strange barbarous and animal-like class of people a 
white man of intelligence Lad gained a foothold, and had, indeed, be- 
come a chief. 


Leon Martel had become a power in the bush, and the savage natives 
trusted him implicitly. 

The Thugs of India do not compare with the Australian bushmen 
for deadliness of work—for ‘mercilessness of purpose. 

Wheh, therefore, Mabel Harcourt fell into their power, she would 
have at once been slaughtered had it no; been for Martel. 

The Frenchman was not impressionable to a woman’s charms. 
detested them and his own race in general. 

Martel was a miserable misanthrope, half a nial yet with a pow- 
erful method. 

He sought wealth, end this was his plan to aie it. 

To hold the young girl for ransom was his purpose. 

While she was in his care she should be well cared for. This he 
reckoned to his interests as well. 

. When he heard, therefore, that the Electric Buckboard was on bis © 
track he laughed ‘the thing to scorn. 

No one had yet succeedeu in terete the bush country with temer- 
ity. 

Had he known more of Frank Reade, Jr., ne of the power of his 
wonderful machine he would not have been so sure of his game. 

As the Buckboard penetrated deeper into the bush country more of 
the wonders of the region were seen. 

Strange looking animals and reptiles not in the category of the nat- 
uralist or the zoologist were encountered. 

Suddenly as the Buckboard was crossing @ plain, from a thicket a 
number of strange, ungainly-looking, creatures leaped forth. 

‘‘ Kangaroos!” cried Stanley Martin. ‘‘ What do you say to a 
Kangaroo hunt. Frank?’ 

‘*Good!” cried the younginventor. ‘‘ Let ustry it by all means!” 

The machine was sent at full speed after the animals. 

But they now escaped into a deep bush entangled tract where the 
Buckboard could not go. 

So Frank caused the machine to come to a halt. Then ne cried: 

‘¢Come, Barney! You shall go with us. It is your turn now, and 
Pomp will remain with the machine. The next time Ponip shall be 
the favored one,” 

‘¢ All roight, sor!” cried Barney, with alacrity. Then, unable to 
resist the impulse to get ina dig at Pomp: ‘¢Shure, sor, yez cudn’t 
have made a betther selection!” 
~ _¢¢ We shall see about that,” said Frank, with a smile. 
rifle and come along.” 

Stanley Martin was already equipped for the hunt. 


. 


He 


‘Get your 
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With their rifles and cartridge belts, the three adventurers set out 
upon the hunt. It was exhilarating sport. 

te Buckboard had been left in a favorable spot in the verge of the 
bus 

The hunters took good care to mark their way so that they might 
not get lost. And ghus they pushed ahead. 

Frank had no fears of Pomp’s safety. The darky had pulled down 
the steel shutters, and in.case of an attack could easily make an es- 
cape. What was more, no foe could get at him. 

For somewhile the three huaters pushed on through the bush. 

Nothing more, however, was seen of the kangaroos. 

But suddenly, as the party came to a small ‘clump of palms, there 
Was a strange shriek came from the foliage and a heavy body rushed 
through it. 

“« What is it?” exclaimed Martin, in surprise. 

And well he might have asked the question. 
of an ostrich sprung down from concealment. 

‘*An emu!” cried Frank. ‘‘ Look out for it!” 

But even as he spoke Barney fired. ‘The bullet went true to the 
mark. 

The emu, one of the most valuable birds of plumage of the Austral- 
jan wilds fell in a heap. 

A moment later the hunters were jwanestiha their prize. 

** Mercy on us!” cried Martin; ‘* what beautiful plumagel. 
be beat!” 

‘* Bejabers phwat wud some of the foine ladies in New <ebOn give 
fer that!” cried Barney. 

But attention was almost instantly distracted ‘from the emu £ a new 
wonder which suddenly appeared. 

The notes of a strange bird song were heard. Suddenly there ap- 
peared in a small open spot in the glade, a most.beautiful bird. In 
plumage it far exceeded the beauty of the peacock. 

‘‘ The lyre bird,” cried Frank. ‘' What a beautiful specimen!” 

‘¢ My goodness!” exclaimed Stanley Martin. ‘*‘ What would not a 
taxidermist give for him? Can we not bag him?” 

And the young American raised his rifle to take a shot at the lyre 
bira. 

But Frank put a hand on his arm. 

** Don’t do it,” said he. ‘* The bullet will tear him all to pieces.” 

But the warning came too late. The rifle cracked and the bird tume 
bled over in a heap. 

As luck had it, the bullet simply crushed its brain, instantly killing 
the bird without injuring the plumage. 

Martin was delighted with his success and carefully placed the bird 
in his game bag. 

| The party now pushed on in quest of the kangaroos. ‘ 

‘But those shrewd animals had evidently sought safer fields, 

Nothing more was seen of them, but after a time the hunters came 
to the sandy shores of a small stream. 

It was shallow enough to be easily waded, but the three adventur- 
ers were not wholly prepared for this. 

‘* Shall we cross?” asked Stanley Martin. 

But at that momenta sharp cry of surprise escaped the lips of 
Frank Reade, Jr. He had halted and wus inspecting an object in 
the sand. 

‘¢ What is it?” cried’Stanley. ‘* Why, upon my word?’ 

A glance wasenough. Jt was a footprint in the sand. The three 
adventurers looked at it for a moment in silence. 

The footprint was large and of a bare foot. That it did not belong 
to a white man seemed certain from the peculiar formation, 

‘*Tt is the footprint of a bushman!” cried Stanley Martin. 
. Weare in their country!” — . 

Frank knelt down and examined the footprint more closely. When 
he arose he said: 

‘*] believe you are right, Stanley. We must be on our guard now, 
for at any moment we are likely to get into trouble!” 

The words had barely left his lips when Barney gave a yell of pain. 


A huge bird, the size 


It can’t 


‘* At last 





CHAPTER V., 
POMP TO THE RESCUE, 


‘¢ BEGORRA, it’s kilt I am!” yelled the Celt. 

Frank and Stanley turned to see the Irishman plucking a small 
arrow from the flesh of his arm. It was a thrilling moment. 

Frank instantly made action. 

‘** To cover!” he shouted, springing into the bush. 

The others followed. Then the young inventor made Barney pull 
off his coat. 

‘“* Pray Heaven that is not a poisoned dart!” he cried. 

The incision made by the arrow was but a slight one, but iia tied 
fearlessly placed his lips to the wound and sucked the poison from it. 

It was the saving of Barney’s life. 

The Celt felt exceedingly sick and weak, but he had yet strength 
enough to keep up. Some leaf tobacco was bound on the wound, to 
also neutralize the poison. 

Barney rapidly overcame the poison. Meanwhile, Stanley had been 
looking for the rascally bushman everywhere. 

But if he or his ilk were in the vicinity, there was no outward indi- 
cation of it. 

All was stillness in the neighborhood. Scarcely a leaf rustled, and 
there was not the slightest evidence of human or animal life. 


Truly the bushman is a shadow. So consummate are they in their | 


bushcraft that one might be surrounded by them and travel in their 
midst for days and yet never know it. 


Frank knew that their position now was a most critical one. 

It was certain that others would quickly come to join this one. Real- 
izing this the young inventor said: 

““T believe we had better get out of this locality as soon as possible. 
The quicker we get back to the machine the better!” 

“I agree with you!” cried Stanley. ‘‘Suppose we make the 
break.” 

‘© All right!” 

The three adventurers at once left cover and started for the machine. 
As nearly as possible they located the return trail. 

But yet this was by no means an easy matter. The country had such 
a& Sameness and their excitement was so great that thay failed to notice 
the signs which marked their course. 

In this manner they kept on for some while. 
matter for them to thus lose the trail entirely. 

It seemed an infinite length of time that they had kept on. 

Then suddenly Stanley came to a halt. 

His face was deadly pale. 

‘* Upon my word, friends,” he declared, ‘‘ I believe we are lost.” 

Frank drew a whistle from his pocket and blew a shrill blast. 

‘If , Pomp is in hearing,” be declared, ‘‘ he will hear that and 
come.’ 

‘* Begorra, it’s mesilf as thinks he’s not anywheres near,” declared 
Barney, dismally, ‘* Shure, Misther Frank, it’s a bade schrape we’re 
in now.’ 

‘*T guess you are right, Barney,” 
let us not lose courage yet.” 

** By no means!” cried Stanley. 

Again and again Frank blew the whistle. 

A tail tree was near by. 

‘* Barney,” said Frank, ‘* you remember that the machine was 
not far from the large hill to the north? We went due west.” 

“* Yis, sor.” 

as Climb that tree and tell meif you can where that hill is “now.” 

‘* All roight, sor.” 

Barney went up the tree like a monkey. When near the top he 
studied the country closely and theu shouted: 

‘* Shure, sor, 
see it.” 

‘‘Mercy on us!” exclaimed the young inventor in dismay; ‘‘ then 
we are in for it. We have traveled in almost an opposite direction. 
The hill is twice the distance from us now.” 

‘You don’t say!” cried Stanley. ‘‘ Then weare in a bad scrape.” 

«Tt looks like it.” 

‘¢ What shall we do?” 

‘¢ Try and pull out of it. Barney!” 

‘* Yis, sor!” 

‘¢ You cannot see anything of the bushmen, can you!” 

‘¢ Divil a bit, sor; but whisht, now, it’s a house I see!” 

‘¢ A house?” 

‘¢ Shure, sor—a log cabin!” 

Frank exchanged ‘astonished glances with Stanley. 

That there should be a dwelling in this out of the way region seemed 
strange. They could hardly believe it. 

‘¢ Are you sure of that, Barney?” 

“Yis, sor!” 

‘« Where is it?” s 

‘‘ Jist ferninst the ridge of land yonder, sor. 
beside it, sor.” ; 

‘‘ All right. Come down.” 

Barcey slid down the tree. 

‘¢] don’t know whether the place has a habitant, and if so whether 
friend or foe!” cried frank, ‘* Il am going over to see.’ 

‘« By all means!” agreed Stanley. 

With this decision all started for the mysterious dwelling. 

Pushing through the bush, scarce a hundre@ yore brought them to 
the gravelly shore of a small lake. 

The log cabin was now visible. 

lt was “quite a stable structure, but the door was broken in and tie 
shutters badly shattered. 

As the party hurried toward it they saw no sign of human life. 

The place was deserted, at least by the living. But near the door 
the party came upon a grewsome sight. 

There, half imbedded in the sand, was the whitening skeleton of a 
man. It must have been there a long while, 

This told the story. 

Some Australian farmer had been venturesome enough to take up a 
remote homestead. 

The result was like many another ease. 
the deadly bushman. 

But his habitation had been spared, though it was fast going to de- 
cay. But the fugitives had no time for speculation. 

They had barely reached the deor of the hut, when Stanley Martin 
gave a sharp cry. 

Something whizzed past his ear and siruck the logs. 
of them, was imbedded a dart. 

In an instant the three white men sprang into the hut. 

They were not a moment too soon. 

The air became fu!l of the poison darts. They came flying through 
the shutterless windows and endangered the lives of the fugitives. 

Yet. not one of the wily natives was to be seen. 

But that the bush about was fall of them, there was no doubt. 
was a critical situation. 

But Frank Reade, Jr., was equal to it. 


It was a very easy 


said Frank, dubiously. ‘‘ Bat 


But no answer came. 


There’s a small lake 


He had fallen a victim to 


There, in one 


It 


the hill is away to the southward, and yez kin barely — 
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‘¢ Bar the windows and doors!” he cried. ‘‘ Look out and not ex- 
pose yourselves!” 

The shutters and door were of no use, 
of the puncheon flooring. 

This was employed to barricade the windows and door, 
crevices were left to fire through. 

Then the party opened fire. 

None of the bushmen could be seen, but the bullets were sent at 
random into the bush. , 

Whether this had a salutary effect or not could not be said. 

But of a sudden the darts ceased coming, and all was the stillness 
of the grave. Thereseemed not a single foe in the vicinity. 

‘¢ They are waiting for darkness,” suggested Stanley. 

‘‘Or rather they mean to besiege us and starve us out!” 

** Why, there are doubtless enough of them to capture us easily by 
making a charge.” 

“ Ah, but that is not the bushman’s ‘vay. He does not do that sort 
of thing. They are more cowardly in the open than our North Ameri- 
can indians,” declared Frank. 

‘¢ Then we’re in a bad box!” 

< 768; 

‘* Oh, if Pomp would only come.” 

‘« Begorra, its mesilf as will thry to skulk out av this an’ foind the 
naygur whin darkness comes!” cried Barney. 

** [ don’t believe you could outwit them,” declared Frank, ‘‘ they 
are a bad lot and probably. as thick in that bush as mosquitoes.” 

‘¢ But something must be done!” 

This was the unanimous sentiment. 
it was noteasy to decide. 

However, relief was nearer at hand than they had fancied. 

Suddenly the rewas a dull rumble and then the report of a rifle. Not 
One in the party but knew what it meant. 

** Hurrah!” cried Stanley Mart!n, ‘‘ that is the machine!” 

Then all looked out of their covert to see the Buckboard come down 
through the bush with a score of dark forms clinging to its sides. 

The party had no time to philosophize upon the sudden appear- 
ance of Pomp, or how he had become apprised of their peril. 

It was enough to know that he was on hand. The steel curtains 
were drawn and the bushman could do him no harm. 

But the Buckboard took a tnrn around the cabin crushing the bush- 
men in numbers, and finally compelling them to abandon the attack. 

Like mist before the sun they vanished into the bush. 

Then Pomp brought the Buckboard to a stop near the door of the 
hut. His black face appeared at the pilot window and he cried, eag- 
erly: 

** Marse Frank, am yo dere?” . 

‘¢ Pomp, you're a hero!” cried Frank, joyfully. 
and safe. But how did you know we were here?” 

‘* Fo’ de Lor’, Marse Frank, I done heah yo’ firing, 
ober fo’ to gib yo’ help!” 

‘‘ You heard us firing?” 

‘* Yes, sah!” 

‘* Why, you must have been three or four miles away!” 

**7 done fink I was, gah, but de wind was jes’ in my direckshun an’ 
it come pooty plain.” 

**Good enough! You have saved our lives, Pomp.” 

‘* Yo’ don’ say dat!” 

‘‘ Yes, I do.” 

4 te Bress mah heart, I’se done glad ob dat!” cried the delighted 
ar 

The rescued adventurers cheered. Then the machine was run 
nearer to the door of the hut and they dodged into the machine. 

That the bushmen had not abandoned the vicinity was made cer- 
tain when a number of the poisoned darts came banging against the 
steel curtains. 

Once inside them our adventurers were perfectly safe. 

Only cannon could hope to penetrate that curtain of steel. 
was determined to give the bushmen a figbt. 

‘*] know they are spoiling for it!” he cried, 
ing a few of them out of existence.” 

The manner in which he proposed to do this was quickly made 
manifest. 


But Frank ripped up some 


Yet what should it be? This, 


‘¢ We're all in here 


an’ I jes’ come 


Frank 
*« And I feel like wip- 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE MOUNTAIN CAVERN. 


FRANK went straight to the electric gun. He threw open the breech 
and placed therein a dynamite cartridge. 

Then he elevated the gun, took a sight and pressed the electric key. 

The result was thrilling. 

There was a hiss, a whirr, and a slight recoil. 

There was no report as the projectile left the gun. Bat when it 
struck the ground in the heart of the bush there followed an est 
like a park of artillery. 

It was one tremendous roar. 
column of sand. 

In it were the bodies of a number of the skulking wretches, and all 
manner of debris. 

The force of the bomb was most terrible. There was blown into the 
ground a hole nigh deep enough to sink the log cabin in. 

Once more Frank placed the electric gun in position. 

This time he employed a different kind of a projectile. 

It was an explosive bomb, filled with fine shot, which would sweep 

_a radius of twenty yards, cutting all down before it. 


Then up into the air fifty feet went a 


Small 


Nm 


It mowed down heaps of brush, and where the bushmen were bid- 
ing they were not agile enough to avoid this destroyer. 
Again and again Frank sent these bombs into the bush. 


A literal path was mowed for hundreds of yards in all directions in 


the bush. 

Dozens of dead bushmen lay about. 
than their match. ; 
( It was enough for them, and they at once Xeat an incontinent re- 
reat. 

In a short while, it was safe to say, that all were far beyond range. 

It was a victory ‘for the Buckboard and its crew. 

rg -now the question arose as to what move was best to be marie 
next 

It was of course necessary to find the den of Black Leon, and, if 
possible, to rescue Mabel Harcourt. 

The Kangaroo Hills were near at hand. Why not invade them? 

‘I believe that is our best move,” declared Frank, ‘‘ The quick- 
er we track the villain down the better.” 

‘**So say I,” agreed Stanley. ‘He may get alarmed and per- 
haps slaughter the girl.” 

It was decided to at once strike for the hills; so the Buckboard 
was sent ahead at full speed. 

It required no little dexterity for Barney at the wheel to pick his 
way in and out among the bush. 

But he succeeded admirably, until at length this was left behind 
and the long plain extending to the Kangaroo Hills was reached. 

This was clear of bush or obstruction of any kind. 

The Buckboard glided along at full speed, until at length the 
base of the hills was reached. 
coe Kangaroo Hills were rocky and cleft with deep and dark de- 

es. 

A better or more likely retreat for a gang of robbers or murder- 
ers could nou be imagined. 

Darkness had now settled down, and it was decided to wait un- 
til the morrow before invading the hills. 

The steel curtains were drawn tightly, and the evening meal was 
prepared by Pomp. 

All were hungry and partook of it with a-keen relish. 

After supper Frank went forward and put the search-light into 
requisition. 

As the powerful rays shot up the mountain side, objects there were 
revealed as plain as day. 

Frank and Stanley carefully examined every part of the mountain 
in this way. 

The result was thrilling. 


For once they had met more 


While the seareh-light was turned full upor the left or north side _ 


of the mountain, suddenly the face of a mighty cliff was shown. 


Above this was a broad shelf of rock, and upon this there was con- | 


gregated a large crowd of human beings. 

Back of them yawned the mouth of a cavern, 

They were natives, as could be plainly seeun—bushmen—and carried 
torches, 

It was evident that they had seen the Buckboard. 

As the search-light’s dazzling rays smote upon them they all flung 
up their arms as if to ward off a blow. 
ge doubt the brilliant light had. blinded as weil as astonished 
their. 

‘ll wager that is Black Leon’s den!” said Frank, positively. 

re ue you really think so?” 

“ Then we bave gained a great point. 
find it so soon.” 

‘* We will investigate anyhow, in the morning!” declared Frank. 

‘* But—do you think they will be content with letting us alone? 
May they not try some game to-night?” 

‘* We must keep a watch on them. I do not think they can do us 
any harm, protected as we are,” 

‘“* And to-morrow we will try to invade their den?” 

‘+ Yes,” 

‘““ How can we do that?’ 

‘¢ That is a hard question to answer just now!” replied Frank. ‘‘ We 
will have to wait until to-morrow before answering it. However, I 


I did not think we would 


/am confident we shall find a way.” 


‘*T hope so!” 

Then enh shut off the search-iight. In the darkness the glimmer 

of the torches could now be seen far above. 

Frank was tempted to send an electric boit up there from the eun. 
But on second thought he decided. that this would be a wanton. de- 
struction of life. 

a he refrajned from doing it, However, he called Barney and 
sai 

*¢ You will be the first on watch to-night, Barney!” 

‘¢ Yes, sor!” 

‘* Keep the search-light fixed on that cavern in the mountains, and 
also give it a sweep over the vicinity once in awhile to make sure that 
it is clear!” 

‘¢ All right, sor!” 

All in the party were tired. 

They were glad of the opportunity of turning in, and soon were in 
the land of dreams. 

Barney was left on guard the first of the night. 
ways 2. faithful man at such a post. 

He kept assiduous watch of the mountain side, and all in the vicinity. 
He was guarded against a surprise. 


The Celt was al- 








ness, don’t they?” 
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Several times he fancied he saw dark forms hovering among the rock 
piles on the mountain side. But each time beneath the glare of the 
search-light they vanished. 

Pomp relieved Barney at midnight; but the machine was not mo- 
jested that night. 

The next morning, upon looking up to where the cliff cavern was 
located no sign of a human being could be seen. 

But ag they were studying the place, suddenly the burly form of a 
half naked black was seen to appear not a hundred saris distant. 

In his hand he carried a white flag. 

He was a giant of his race; big form was naked save fora breech 
om and short dress of emu ‘feathers. He stood for a moment waving 
Lhe Hag, 

-« Hello!” cried Frank, ‘4 trace!” | 

*¢ Perhaps they want to treat with us,” said Stanley. 

‘* More likely it is a demand for surrender,” said Frank. 
these black rascals well.” 

‘¢ That will never do.” 

«¢ NG!’ replied the young inventor. 
say, auyway.” 

With which Frank raised the steel curtain and stepped out. 
held up his hands in token of amity. 

This satisfied the black, who now rapidly advanced. 


‘¢T know 


‘* But let us see what ke has to 
He 
When twenty 


feet distant he made an extravagant bow. 


Frank affected to ignore this, and said sternly: 

.‘* Well, what is your errand?” 

‘*Me come from chief Black Leon,” replied the fellow, in broken 
English. ‘* He send you letter.” 

With which the bushman held out a missive. Frank took it. 

It was of coarse paper, and the chirography was rude and scrawl- 
ing. Thus it read: 


‘* FRANK READE, JR.,—You hev seen fit ter not heed ther warning 
given yer at ther governor’s house, an’ now once more | tell ye to turn 
round an’ go back. Ye never kin git ther gal without paying ther ran- 
som. What's more, if it ain’t paid pooty soon, I shall declare it off an’ 
make the gal my wife. I’m jest as good a white man as yew, but I’m 
in ther bush until I hev made a fortune, an’ then you'll see me out of 
it. So take my advice and fetch ther fifty thousand pounds. Ther old 
cove won’t feel it, fer he’s rich as a Jew. Yures trooly, 

‘* LEON MARTEL.” 


Frank read this peculiar epistle with certainly most peculiar sensa- 
tions. 

‘¢ Well,” he muttered, finally, ‘‘I must say that is the nerviest ras- 
cal I’ve met in many & day. However, I will answer this message.” 

With this Frank wrote on the back of the note: 


‘“*«To LEON MARTEL: 
‘*] cannot for a moment think of accepting your advice. I consider 
that I am really the dictator, and will say now that if you do not sur- 
render the lady at once, it will be the worse for you. I have the 
power to blow you and your gang into eternity, - é 
«‘ Yours ever, 
“ FRANK READE, JR.” 


Frank tendered this to the black. 
‘*Take this to your master!” he said. 
The fellow paused. 

‘* How-many of you are there up there?” 

It was a shrewdly put question. Frank had hoped to catch the fel- 
low off his guard. But the wily native shrugged his shoulders and 
then dug his bare toes into the sand. 

ay a many as those are!” he replied, tersely, indicating the gtaing 
of san 

‘* Indeed!” said Frank, coolly. ‘* Quite an army, aren’t you? Well, 
tell me this: Do you all live in that cave?” 

The black grinned, but would not speak. He shook his head, then 
made a peculiar gesture with his hand. 

With which he unceremoniously took his departure. Frank watched 
him out of sight. 

Then he pulled down the steel shutters. 

‘* Well,” said ees with a deep breath, ‘* what do you think of 


‘6 Bat wait!” 


it, Frank?” 


“ Of what?” 
‘« Of the situation!” 
The young inventor was iieut a moment. Then he replied, sharp- 


“ All get ready for battle. It is my opinion we are going to have a 
lively time with those dogs and right away, too.” 
The prediction came true as near events were ner to assert. 





CHAPTER VIL. 
THE BATTLE. : 


THE bush native had disappeared with Frank’s reply to Martel’s 
message. Frank brought the Buckboard about, so that the electric 
gun pointed directly to the cave so far above. 

Some time elapsed. It was quite a climb up the mountain side, 
but the result of Frank’s reply to Martel’s message was soon made evi- 
dent. 

Down from the heights there came a savage and defiant yell. 

‘‘That is what I thought!” said Frank, grimly. ‘‘They mean busi- 


° 


* Well, we are ready for them,” said Stanley, confidently. 
“© You are right!” 
Then with a fearful cry of alarm Frank Sprang to the wheel. 


® 








Quick as a flash he opened the’electric lever. 

The wagon shot ahead. 

It was not & moment too soon. 

Down the mountain came a tremendous bowlder weighing tons. It 
had been dislodged, and roiled down directly for the Buck Doard. 

Had it struck the Buckboard little would have been left of it. But 
Fate was not so unkind. ; 

pank acted just in the nick of time. 

e bowlder barely missed the machine and went crashing through 

the brush a hundred yards away. 

Every man aboard the Buckboard was pale and startled. 

‘* By Jove!” exclaimed Stanley, ‘‘that was a close call?” 

‘« Begorra, av it had struck us, moighty little we’d known av it!” 
cried Barney. 

‘*Look out dar, chilluns!” cried Pomp. ‘*Dar am anudder 
comin’!” : ae 
' This was true. + : 


The bushmen had started another bowlder. Indeed, they were 
swarming on the mountain side, and trying to dislodge heavy stones 
everywhere. 

To dodge all thes missiles Frank knew would be an inipossibility, 

Sooner or later one would strike the machine. it were better . to 
face a ten pounder cannon. e 

Much against his will Frank decided to beat a retreat. 

He opened the electric lever and let the machine ran out onto the 
plain. But before it hac gone fifty yards a casualty overtook it, 

A half spent bowlder struck the machine just forward of the rear 
wheel. The Buckboard came tv a halt. 

There was aCrash and everyone on board was thrown from his feet. 

Frank was the first to recover. The electric engines were buzzing 
and whirring like a top. 

He sprung to the switch and shut off the current. 

Then swift as a flash, he opened aport slide and looked under the 
machine. 


The rear »xle was resting hard against the bowlder, which was 
partly shivered by the impact. 

Some of the steel bracing rods were broken, but Frank could not 
see that the machine was Otherwise injured, 

It was a close call. Had the Lowlder struck it at full speed, the re- 
sult would have been serious. 

The really bad effects, as it was, seemed to be the obstruction of the 
Buckboard’s progress. It could not well be freed from the obgtruc- 
tion without its inmates leaving the interior. And this, to say the 
least, was risky just now. 

For the bushmen, with yells of triumph, were coming down the 
slope to the attack, no doubt believing théir ‘foe crippled. 

The exigency was a thrilling one. But the defenders of the Buck- 
board were equal to it. 

Frank hastily elevated the electric ean to an angle from which he 
could train it upon the foe by means of a side port hole. 

Then he thrust a projectile into the breech and ce the com- 
pressed air valve. 


Barney and Fomp and Stanley hac all gone to the rear port holes 
with their rifles. 

They at once opened fire upon the bushmen. 

This was returned sharply, but of cuurse the bullets could do no 
harm. 

They rattled against the side of the wagon harmlessly. 

But the intent of the bushmen, as could be plainly seen, was to 
attack the wagon bodily. 

This might resuit seriously for the defenders, particularly if the foe 
should succeed in getting to clese quarters. 

The machine could be badly damaged and ultimately broken open 
by heavy blows. 

This contingency was certainly one to be avoided. 

It was necessary to repulse the attack of the foe at once. 

Should they fail dn this, the worst might be feared. 

‘¢Whurroo!” yelled Barney. ‘*Give it to the omadhauns! 
here goes!” 

With which he fired his rifle. His aim was deadly, and one of the 
bushmen fell. 


But they came down the hill in swarms. 
yond computation at the moment. 

The defenders of the Buckboard now opened fire. 

Frank took careful sight with the electric gun. 

He depended wholly upon this, He knew full well that the rifles 
could not hold that immense throng back a momefit. 

So he aimed the electric gun carefully. Then he pressed the elec- 
tric lever. 

The compressed air escaped with a swish, and straight to the mark 
went the projectile. 

Frank had aimed at a point directly in front of the advancing 
horde. The projectile struck there and exploded. 

{t was like a small earthquake. 

Up into the air shot a column of earth, debris, and a great swath 
was mowed in the ranks of the bushmen. 
' It was a frightful blow, and for a moment held them in check. 

Frank saw his opportunity, and did not fail to make use of it. 
Quick as a flash he loaded the gun again. 

Once more @ terrible explosion followed in the very midst of the 
gorge. It did terrible execution. 

se Bejabers, give it to ’em, Misther Frank ‘ aE Barney. 
‘Shure, it’s a batin’ we'll give ’em this time.” 


Shure 


Their numbers were be- 


, = ‘ 

Once more the bushmen rallied. They were so atrong fn numbers 
that they were only checked for a moment. 

But Frank had plenty of eee Again and again he fired 
at the horde. 

Scores of them were tices: into eternity. Their bodies _lay io 
heaps about. 

While a perfect breastwork had been erected by the accumulation of 
debris tossed up by the explosive shells, their work was most awful 
to witness. 

Several times more the bushmen tried to cover the intervening 
space; but the deadly gun blew them back each time, 

They might as well have tried to stem the tide of the ocean. It wan 
death to a certainty. 

And finally this fact became actually impressed upon them. They 
broke ranks and incontinently fled. 

The rout was most severe. Dozens were picked off by the riflemen 
of the Buckboard. 

While not one on board the machine was injured. It was a won- 
derful escape from what had seemed like certain death, for to fall 
into the Wands of the bushmen would have been death. 2 

The defenders of the Buckboard could not repress a cheer. 

But Frank Reade, Jr., knew the importance of prompt action, 

He called to the otherseto assist him. 

‘* Come!” he cried. ‘* Let us get the machine free of that bowlder 
before they come again.” 

‘* Allright, sor!” cried Barney, cheerily. 

‘* ’se comin’, sah,” returned Pomp. 

Frank touched the electric spring and the rear curtain rose. Then 
all climbea out. 

There was no immediate danger, for they were out of range; quick 
action was made. 

The bowlder was quickly pujed away and removed. The machine 
now rested on the level. 

The broken rods were removed and the bent ones straightened. So 
far as could be seen, little harm had been done the machine. 

* All right!” cried Frank, , joyfully, as he sprang.aboard. ‘‘ Now 
for a trip | up Lo the cavern.” - 

‘¢ Then we will beard the lion in his den?” asked Stanley. 

‘a. Ta8,” 

‘«T hope we shall rescue the girl.” 

‘¢ We will try.” 

Frank went to the electric gun and trained it upon the cavern above. 
Then he pressed the lever. 

A projectile was sent into the mouth of the cave. It exploded with 
terrific force. 

The way was now clear for the machine to invade the stronghold of 
the bushmen. 

Accordingly Frank started the Buckboard slowly up the mountain 
side. 

The Buckboard had been especially devised for mountain climbing. 
But soon an obstacle was encountered which seemed a barrier to 
reaching the cavern. 

A path too narrow for the machine to ascend was apparently the 
' only method of reaching the cave, 

What was to be done? 

This was ao problem. & 

flowever, Frauk was determined not to be beaten. But as darkness 
was shutting down it seemed unlikely that they would be able to do 
more that night. « 

The Buckboard was allowed to rest in a favorable position. All 
were more or less exhausted, and Pomp proceeded to get the evening 
meal. 

But the search-light was now turned fairly upon the mouth of the 
cave, and a close watch of it kept. 

‘¢1f they are in there I’ll keep them there!” declared Frank. ‘‘ If 
not, and they try to enter, it will be at their peril.” 

Bus not a bushman seemed in the vicinity. 

They had disappeared most mysteriously. Whether they had aban- 
doned the fight entirely, or were merely induiging in a respite, it was 
not easy to say. 

After the evening meal was over a discusion was held. 

It was not easy to decide what was the best thing to do. 

Time was valuable, most certainly. If the villain, Martel, should 
see that he was likely to be beaten, no doubt he would kill the fair 
captive rather than give her up. 

It was a perplexing problem. 

But finally Stanley Martin said: 


“«T have a plan.” 

+« Ah!” exclaimed Fran ‘¢What may it be?” 

* We have got to takea different course, or we shall never save 
her. One of us must try to rescue her by strategy.” 

‘*What? Do you think we can cope with such masters of strategy 


as these Australian blacks?” asked Frank. 


‘‘ Yet I see no other way!” replied Stanley, positively. ‘* And I will 


say that I am willing to try it.” 
CHAPTER VIII. 
A, RISKY EXPEDITION. 
FRANK looked at the young man as if he doubted his sincerity. 
‘Do you mean that?” he asked. 
“7 da.” 
«+ How will you proceed?” 
*‘T shall first visit the cavern. I shall seek the cover of darkness. 
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I shall try to invade the den, and if possible rescue the prisoner by 


strategy.” 

Frank shook his head. 

es That is risky,” he said. ‘Iam afraid they will get the best of 

ou.’ 

‘Nothing venture, nothing have!” 

‘* That is true.” 

“Tflam willing to try it you will not object?” 

‘* Certainly not.” 

Without a word further Martin began his preparations. It was evi- 
dent that he was in earnest. 

The darkness was now intense. Frank watched him a moment and 
then an inspiration seized him.* 

** Look here, Stanley!” he said. 

‘« Well, sir!” 

‘* Are you really in earnest?” 

‘Of course, I am!” 

ey dislike ,10 see you g0. “J 

‘*Do you?” : \ 

‘‘ Yes!” 

‘‘Tam sorry. ButI have made up my mind. You will give me 
credit for good resolution.” 

“T do, but as I said before, I dislike to see you go alone. Iam 
going with you.” 

Stanley was astounded. 

“s You?” he gasped, 

Yes.” 

‘* Well, I am glad. Do’ you really mean that?’ 

a Why, of course I do.” 


Stanley again expressed his pleasure, Frank :now gave explicit 
directions to Barney and Pomp. 


up!” 


‘** Don’t yez fear for that, sor!” cried Barney, confidently. 
Frank now took Stanley by the arm and said: 


‘*T do not propose that we shall take any undue risk in | this under- 


taking of ours.’ 
hat do you mean?’ 

‘‘Have vou thought how simple a matter it would be for one of 
those poison darts to take us off?” 

‘¢ Indeed I have.” 

‘¢ Then I propose to use a preventive.” 

‘¢ A preventive?” 

‘¢ Yes.” 

‘¢ What is it?” 

Frank took from one of the lockers a long deep box of light stained 
pine. This he opened and took up a heap of shining steel netting. 

There it hung, revealed as steel net armor, of the very finest and 
most pliable pattern. 

‘‘ A shirt<of mail!” exclaimed Stanley, in amazement. 

‘* Yes, there are three entire suits here. Tiey are made of the best 
steel, and will resist any rifle ball. They are my own ifvention.” 

P 6 eae cried Stanley, joyfully. ‘* Then we need not fear the 
arts 

‘* Not in the least.” 

‘‘ Or anything, for that matter!” 

‘‘Except capture. That would not be pleasant. Now put on your 
armor.” 

In a few moments both metry were dressed im the steel net armor. 
It fitted them neatly. 

Then, with their weapons, they were ready to leave the Buckboard. 

_ All was stygian gloom as Frank raised the curtain. 

“ A few parting words of advice to Barney and Pomp ard the two 
men vanished in the night. 

Far above the search-light made the entrance to the cavern as light 
as day. Its location could not be mistaken. 

And as the two scouts, for such they were, left the Buckboard, 
they started directly for it. 

They moved silently and shadow-like through the gloom. 

So far as they could see there was not a bushman in the vicinity. 
a for aught they knew, a hundred might be lurking in the shadows 
about. 

But cautiously they climbed tlfe steep and rocky path to the mouth 
of the cavern. 

Thus far they felt sure that their motions had been unseen. Yet 
with every sense upon the alert they entered the cavern. 

It was of mighty depth and height. Truly a better or more inac- 
cessible stronghold the bushmen could not have chosen. 

And yet no sign of-them was visible. 

If they were in the place they were somewhere in its depths. Not 
a sound conld be heard which might come from them. 

‘¢That is queer,” whispered Frank. ‘* Where are they, Stanley?” 

‘“‘Tt’ must be that this cavern extends deep into the mountain. 
Probably they are in there? Or possibly there is another outlet, and 
they have departed altogether.” 

‘‘ You are right,” agreed Frank. ‘ Let as go on.” 

Darkness lay before them. 

Of course tie rays of the electric light could not penetrate further 
than the mouth at that angle. 

But Frank had a small electric lamp of his own invention with him 


_for he had foreseen this exigency. 


This he now emplayed and with excellent results. 
Down through the arches of the cavern the two explorers went. 


But a surprise was in store for them. The cavern did not extend a ~ 


‘‘ Hold this position as long as you can!” he said, ‘“ Don't give it - ; 


Mh 
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limitless distance into the bowels of the earth as Stanley had imagin- 
ed. 

They suddenly came toa kalt. 

They were again in outer air. The cavern roof was no longer 
above trem. A more astonishing contingency could hardly have been 
imagined, 

‘* Well!” exclaimed Frank, in amazement. ‘‘ Where are we at?” 

‘* Give it up!” replied Stanley. *« We're certainly out of the cavern.” 

“You. | 

‘**T think I have it.” 

‘“*What?” 

** This is the end of the cavern, or rather its other mouth, 
merely a passage through the hill, a 
i 1 believe you are right. We are then in a sort of pocket in the 

ills.” 

“+ Yon" 

Just at tbat moment Frank gave a great start. 

‘* Look!” he cried, pointing away into the gloom. 

‘© What is it?” 

** Con’t you see?” 

A faint star of light was seen in the distance. 
regarded it a moment curiously. 

ve It is not a camp-fire.” 

** Nor a torch!” 

** It looks like the light from the window of some dwelling!” 

‘*It may be. At least it is for us to find out, so come along!” 

They started away through the gloom. As they were now right In 
the enemies’ stronghold they extinguished the electric lamp. 

The surface of the ground beneath their feet was grassy. Above 
outlined against the sky on all hands they saw mountain peaks. 

Frank’s diagnosis that they were in a sort of pocket or deep valley, 
in the hills was correct. 

Nature could not have designed a better stronghold for the outlaws 
for such the bushmen were. 

For some while the two men kept on. Then suddenly Frank clutch- 
ed Stanley’s arm. : 

** Down!” he gasped. 

Down they sank behind a large rock. They were not a monent 
too soon. 

Up through the gloom before them loomed two tall forms. 
enough to be touched as they passed. 

It was @ narrow escape, 

That they were bushmen was certain. 
comprehended the risk they were incurring 
They were right inthe midst of the treacherous foe’s stronghold. 

Their peril was of the most deadly kind. 

Of course discovery meant death. The greatest of care must be 
exercised. 

The rasbness of their move could be easily seen. ‘Literally they 
were in a trap. 

It had been easy enough to get into the place. 
matter to get out. 

But yet neither experienced fear, They were cool and ready to fight 
for their lives. 

**Is the coast clear?” finally Stanley whispered. 

‘*T think so,” returned Frank. 

‘* Tt was a close call!” 

‘* We made a great mistake in coming in here. 
yet be captured! Ps 

‘* Let us hope not.” 

‘*T wish we could get the machine up here.” 

‘** Yes, it would be an easy matier to capture the place then; 
haps we shall find another entrance.” 


It is 


The two explorers 


Near 


Our explorers now fully 


It would be no easy 


I am afraid we will 


f 
per- 


For some while longer they waited to make sure that the coast was - 


clear; then they ventured to go on. 

For neither thought of turning back. Now that they were in the 
pocket, they were determined to stay there until something was ac- 
complished. 

For somewhile they had kept on. Then they became satisfied be- 
yond all doubt that the star of light which they had seen, came from 
the window of a cabin or native hut. 

‘¢ Perhaps that is the prison of Mabel Harcourt,” ventured Stanley. 
‘« Tg it not Jikely?” 

‘Tt is possible,” agreed Frank, 

‘© You are right, we will.” 

Stanley was now all eagerness. He pushed forward impetuously, 
and this very anxiety came near costing him his life. 

Suddenly dark forms seemed to swarm about the two explorers. 
Where they came from was not evident to either. 

But they were instantly surrounded by a legion of foes. 

Had it not been for the armor at that moment their career would 
have quickly closed. 

For a shower of darts literally rained against the steel meshes. Any 
one of these would have been fatal. 

‘* We are in for it, Frank,” gasped Stanley Martin. 
to fight!” 

“i ‘Yes, louk out for yourself. We must separate!” cried Frank. 

The young inventor instinctively realized that this was the only 
safe move to make. This would certainly have the effect of dividing 
the force of enemies—-a desirable end. 

So Frank plunged one way and Stanley the other, But the blacks 
closed in upon the young New Yorker in a swarm. 

He staggered, reeled and went down with his foes close upon him. 


‘* We will try and find out.” 


‘* We've got 








CHAPTER IX. 
FRANK HAS A NARROW ESCAPE, 


But Stanley Martin was not the sort to yieldso long as he had 
breath and strength left. 

He was instantly upon his feet. 
plunged. 

Right and left he whirled his clubbed rifle, for at such short range 
it was useless to stand and fire. 

The bushmen went down like ten pins, 

The athletic young American literally cleared his path. 

Then away he dashed into she gloom at random. 

And after him came the legion of shadow fornis, 

He strained every nerve to distance them. 

But this was not so easy. They clung to his heels like fiesta: 

The poison darts rattled against the steel meshes of his armor. 

But finally the pace began to tell. 

He gained on his pursuers, and after a time experienced the satis- 
faction of knowing that he was getting the best of the race. 

But yet he had been unable to shape his course, He had been 
dashing on at random. 

And “suddenly he felt the earth give way beneath him, he fell 
through space into cool waters which closed 6ver him. 

Meanwhile Frank Reade, Jr., was having fully as thrilling an ex- 
perience. 

The bushmen were close upon him in a mad foot race for life. 

But fortunately Frank had taken a straight course for the cave. As 
he ran on he became aware of this. 

The glare from the electric light was reflected upon the sky. This 
guided ‘him. 

Frank was a swift runner, and the bushmen did not gain upon him. 

He reached the entrance Lo the cavern. But here dark forms arose 
in his path, 

Only lightning quickness and the best of judgment saved him then. 

Quick as a flash he let out with his fists, for he had thrown his rifle 
away. Down went the man in front of him. 

The next one made a blow at him with a knife; but the steel mail 
turned aside the blade easily. 

Again Frank struck out savagely with his mailed hand. There is 
no race on earth equal to the American for fighting at fisticuffs, 

The bushmen evidently did not understand the craft, for Frank 
knocked them down like wooden pegs. 

They could not stard up before him a moment, 

But he saw that it was necessary to make the quickest sort of an 
effort to break through them. 

They were closing upon him with the greatest of rapidity; of course 
weight of numbers would tell against him. 

But Frank was jsst in time. 

Through the line of foes he burst; he dashed through the cavern 
and emerged into the glare of the search-light. 

At that | moment he was seen by Barney and Fomp, who were below 
on the Buckboard. 

** Golly!” cried Pomp, ‘*dat_ am Marse Frank. 

‘¢ Begorra, phwere’s Stanley?” asked Barney. 

‘*T done fear he am killed or mebbe taken prisoner.” 

‘¢ Bejabers, if that’s so bad cess to the omadhouns.” 

With which Barney turned the electric gun upward, 
til Frank had got into the path. 

The mouth of the cavern was filled with bushmen., * 

Barney pressed the lever. 

There was a terrific exnlosion in the mouth of the cavern. The bush- 
men were stricken down in heaps. 

As the smoke cleared away, they had disappeared, retreating into 
the cavern. 

A few moments later Frank Reade, Jr., reached the machine. 

Barney raised the steel curtain and Frank sprung aboard. 
were overjoyed to greet him, but Barney cried: 

‘‘ Faith, sor, an’ phwhativer has become of the other gintleman?” 

‘“* We separated,” declared Frank. ‘‘ [hope harm has not come to 
him. I almost feel bound to go to his aid.” 

‘* Shure, sor. Ihopeas how no harm will come to him, as it’s a 
broth av a boy he is!” cried Barney. 

Frank now began to worry about Stanley. 
watch for him. 

But as time passed and he did not appear, the very worst of fears 
assailed him. 

“What should he do? 

He felt in duty bound to go tothe assistance of the young New 
Yorker. But how was he do it? 

‘Oh, if there was only a way in which’we could get the machine up 
to the mouth of the cavern!” he cried. 

The cavern was truly wide enoagh for the machine to pasa through. 
But the path was too narrow. 

Some hours passed, and Frank grew extremely uneasy. 

It was then that a new idea occurred to him. 

If he could only climb the mountain at some other place, it was 
possible that he could get a position from which at least the pocket 
or inner valley could be covered by the electric gun. 

This might enable him to drive the bushmen from their stronghold, 
and at least he could learn the fate of Stanley Martin. 

The gray light of dawn was breaking in the east. 

Frank started the Buckboard along the base of the mountain. 

But a short distance beyond the cliff he found an aponestole point. 
Up the ascent the Buckboard went. 


Right into the midst of his foes he 


He waited un- 


They 


He kept a constant 
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Gradually he crept upward. From that height an extended view of 
the country could be had. 

The top of the mountain was rough and crag 

But Frank found a pass which seemed to lea over the elevation. 
After some hours of slow work tke Buckboard actually crossed the 
mountain range. 

The region beyond could be seen. 

There were bonndless plains and iakes of water. 
tended to the northward. 

Deep in the heart of the hills was the pocket. It seemed almost in- 
accessible, 

But the Buckboard picked its way along until arrived at a point 
just above it. 

And here to Frank’s joy he saw a smooth descent. Down this the 
machine went until it rolled out upon the floor of the valley. 

But, not a sign of the enemy was to be seen. What did it mean? 

A small creek or stream of water flowed throagh the valley, and ran 
into a subterrauean passage in the mountain. 

At the upper end of the valley a small hut, made of palm logs and 
thatched with wild grass, was seen. 

This.was the hut in which Frank and Stanley had seen the light the 
night before. Frank‘critically surveyed the vicinity. 

‘* That is queer!” he exclaimed. ‘‘ What has become of them all?” 

He took a run around the valley with the Buckboard, but not one of 
the bushmen was in sight. 

It certainly looked as if the valley was really deserted. 

Surprised beyond measure, Frank approached the cabin. 
was Open and it seemed empty. 

The young inventor opened the steel curtain, and leaped down from 
the Buckboard., 

He approached the cabin boldly. He entered it, and saw that it was 
untenanted, 

But there was every indication that it had been lately occupied, and 
as Frank looked curiously about he was given a great start. 

In one corner of the one room of the cabin was a table. 

Sticking up in the center of this was a keen bladed knife. 

To his astonishment Frank saw that it pinned a scrap of paper 
down upon the wood. He saw that there was a scrawling bit of 
handwriting on it. 

It was done in blood, and read: 


‘* Ye will never catch the fox. When ye get well into ther trap, we 
will spring it on ye. Take warning! Look out for yerselves, 
‘* Yures with hatred, 
‘“* LEON MARTEL.” 


Dense forests ex- 


The door 


‘ Frank turned about with a grim smile. He went back to the Bucs- 
oard, 

** Shure, sor, an’ phwat do yez think of it?” asked Barney. ** Phwere 
iver have the spalpeens gone?” 

‘¢They have given us the slip that is evident,” declared Frank, 
‘« But never mind, we will come up with them yet.” 

‘‘ Golly, Marse Frank,” cried Pomp, ‘‘ wha’ebber hab become of 
Marse Stanley?” 

Frank could not answer this question. 

He was prone to admit that it was a mystery; yet he feared the 
worst. 

‘‘ Tt may be that he is in hiding somewhere,” he declared. 
us hope so anyhow.” 

‘‘ Bejabers, I’m afther fearin’ the worst,” said Barney, soberly. | 
** Shure, it’s too bad it is.” 

Frank knew that there was no use in remaining longer in the val- 
ley. The bushmen were not there. 

But he considered the feasibility of leaving the place by another 
way, if such existed. 

So he sent the machine around the valley looking for such. This 
resulted in the discovery of a small pass at the north end. 

Fortunately it was wide and clear enough of obstacles to admit of 
the passage of the machine. 

After following this for a time the Buckboard came out upon the 
rere side of the mountain range and upon the border of the 
plain. 

Here a literal colony of jack-rabbits were seen. 
of ground with their burrows. | 

‘* The pest of this country,” declared Frank. ‘There are parts of 
Australia where they have totally ruined the country and driven the 
settlers out.” 

‘‘Shure, sor, it would be foine hunting here!” cried Barney. 
**Some av thim foine gentlemen in New York should cum out here 
an’ thry it.’ : 

“They would find a surfeit,” laughed Frank. ‘I have no doubt 
Australian settlers would welcome them, and pay them a large 
bounty.” 

‘*Golly! ’se jes’ gwine to hab a rabbit stew afo’ I leaves dis paht!” 
cried Pomp, with glistening eyes. 

The machine here came tioastop. Frank was literally in a quan- 
dary as to what it was best to do. 

But suddenly, while in this state of mind, some startling incidents 
at once claimed his attention. 

‘“*Shure, Misther Frank!” cried Barney, wildly, from the. forward 
compartment, ‘* Wud yez luk at this horrible baste coming fer us?” 

Frank sprung to the forward window and glanced out. He sawa 
strange and monstrous animal of an unknown spieces, which hac just 
emerged from the bush. 


‘* Let 


They covered acres 


CHAPTER X. 
SUBTERRANEAN ADVENTURES. 

But what of the fate of Stanley Martin? We left him in rather a 
serious predicament. 

The fall which he experienced was over the bank into the creek, 
and down into the water he went with a splash. 

H# pursuers of course were familiar with the locality and easily 
avoided his mishap. 

The bushmen paused on the bank, and for a moment seemed at a 
loss what to do. 

Then they filled the air with hoarse cries, and some of them ran 
down the bank following the course of the stream, while others plunged 
into the water. 

But not a trace of the fugitive could they find. 

Stanley had mysteriously vanished. ° 

They were off the scent. 

Torches were produced and the search continued, but in vain. The 
bushmen naturally concluded that the fugitive had sank never to rise 
again, and that he was dead. 

Accordingly after awhile they left the vicinity. 

But Stanley had not gone down to his death. His escape, how- 
ever, Was a most miraculous one, 

The current at this point was quite swift. It carried him over some 
rapids, and he could barely manage to keep himself afloat. 

He was a strong swimmer, and this counted greatly in his favor. 

He made no effort to gain the shore. He knew that his best move 
would be to, if possible, float down the current until ae had thrown 
his pursuers off the track. 

The steel armor which he wore weighted him down very heavily. It 
was with extreme difficulty, aided by the swift water, that he kept up. 

He had the satisfaction of knowing that his foes had given over the 
chase, and that he had really given them the slip. 

But now a new danger arose, and one which he had not anticipated. 

Suddenly a cavernous roaring seemed to sweep down over him: 
Stars and sky were instantly shut out, 

All became Stygian gloom. 

* Where was he? 

He was still afloat and yet breathed. He certainly was not. beneath 
the surface. 

Just at that moment he put out his hand and felt a cold, slimy sur- 
face at his right, Then far back of him he saw a circular patch of sky 
fast fading out. 

**My soul!” he reflected, ‘‘ this creek runs underground, and the 
current has carried me thither, Fe 

A momentary thrill of horror came over him. 

He reflected upon what a fearful thing it would-be to be cabana into 
the bowels of the earth in this way. 

‘Gud help me!” he groaned, ‘‘I shall never see the light of day 
again!” 

eB only for a moment was the young New Yorker thus depressed. 

Grit was one of his peculiar qualities, and he had plenty of it. It 
now came to his relief. 

It was madness to attempt to swim up against the current. 

He would not attempt that. He clung to the hope that the stream 
would soon come to the surface again. 

Jn that case he would be doubly certain of safety from his enemies. 
He could gain the shore and find his way back to the Buckboard per- 
haps before morning. 

Then for the first time he thought of Frank Reade, Jr., and won- 
dered what was his fate. 

Had he been killed or captured by the foe? 

Stanley hoped sincerely that he had been lucky egvnEs to escape 
even as he had. 


But the young New Yorker now felt his strength avive out. His 
armor was @ terrible handicap. 
He was tempted to remove it and let it go to the bottom. He de- 


cided to do this if it should so happen that it became necessary in 
order to preserve his life. 

Down the current he still continued to float. 

Suddenly he was given a thrilling start, This was at the plainly 
audible and nearby soun¢ of human voices!, » 

‘¢ Jupiter!” he muttered. ‘* Whatis coming now?” © 

He instantly raised himself out. of the water. Far below and at a 
point toward which he was rapidly drifting he saw a very bright light. 

It was that of a fire, as he plainly saw. Also there ‘were smaller 
lights flashing like torches. 

‘¢ What am I coming to!” he muttered. ‘ This is very queer!” 

But he could not have checked his course at this point had he de- 
sired to do so. , 

The current was very swift. He was carried down rapidly, and 
suddenly came out in a great pool, the smooth surface of which was 
fire-lit. 

He saw the high arches of a mighty cavern chamber? 

It extended far back from the banks of she creek, where he saw a 
huge fire and a group of forms. 

- Upon the bank were drawn out a number ot rough dugout canoes, 
and a huge raft. 

‘¢ What manner of settlement is this!” reflected Stanley. 
underground retreat of Martel?” 

Then his heart leaped as he thought of the possibility that accident, 
or a happy chance had really carried him into the bushmen’s den, and 
possibly he would be enabled to effect the rescue of Mabel Harcourt. 

we this thought, ne whole being thrilled, and he thought of noth- 
ing else. 
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New strength came to him, and in the still waters of the pool he 
fou for a few moments deliberating upon the best ard safest move 
to make. : 

_This seemed to be to drift down below the camp-fire and gain the 
shore there unseen by any of the foe. 

In this attempt he passed very close to the end of the raft. 

A deadly fear assailed him that he might be seen by the bushmen as 
he was directly in the glare of the light. 

But he reached the raft safely. 

He clutched the corner with one hand; voices were near at hand. 
He saw a tall form between-him and the tirelight. 

Instantly he recognized it as that of a white man. Before him stood 
several blacks, He was addressing them angrily. 

‘Now ye black devils,” he said, with’ an oath, “if ye don’t keep 
good watch over that gal, I'll cut yer hearts out! See! mind whan I 
say!” : 

‘« Mercy,” thought Stanley, ‘‘ that is Martel himself. What if he 
should get his eye on me?” 

But yet the young American was so anxious to hear and see all that 
he yet clung to the raft. 

The blacks made reply to Martelwabjectly in: broken English. The 
Villain continued: : 

‘‘!’m going back arter the others. Now don’t ye let that gal es- 
cape!” 

With which Martel sprung into a cance aad pushed out into the 
current. He passed perilously near Stanley. 

But fortunately he did not see him. 

The sensations of the young American can be better imagined than 
described. He was in the captor’s stronghold and almost in the 
presence of the prisoner. Why should he not succeed in the rescue? 

Filled with thrilliaug hope and daring resolve, he dropped away from 
the raft and swam leisurely under the high banks, 

He had been unseen. 

Of this he felt sure. 

He waited until the canoe in which was Martel, had passed from 
sight. As the canoe passed through the fire light once, Martel turned 
his face toward him and Stanley saw his face plainly. % 

It was of a coarse and cruel type. He wore a flerce mustache and 
imperial. 

‘*Truly he looks the villain that he is reported to be,” thought 
Stanley. 

After the canoe had vanished the young American began to lay his 
pang for the accomplishing of his purpose. 

. He drew himself out of the water and peered. over the edge of the 
ank, 

The floor of the caverp here was dead level for a distance back into 
' the gloom. : 

He saw the fire made of a peculiar kind of coal which is found in 
those mourtains, and about it were grouped a hundred or more of 
the bushmen. 

They were engaged in various occupations; but the sight which 
thrilled Stanley the most was just beyond the circle of firelight. 

There, sitting upon a temporary pied pe divan of skins, was a 
yong girl, pallid and careworn in feature, yet transcendently beau- 
tiful. 

‘* It is she,” muttered Stanley with a thrill. ‘‘ Merciful powers! She 
is divinely lovely. Her picture does not half do her justice!” 

Mabel Harcourt was gazing despairingly into the gloom and exact- 
ly toward Stauley. 

For a moment the young adventurer fancied that she must see him. 

He was even tempted to arise and attempt to catch her glance. But 
second thought convinced him of the danger of this. 

Risks he must not take. 

He knew that these bushmen were the most watchful and treacher- 
ons of human beings. 

It would be necessary for him to remafo constantly upon his guard. 
This he proceeded to do. 

_ Bot all the while -he was busy formulating a plan for the res¢ile. 

He considered the idea of bringing one of the. canees down under 
the bank where he could readily get intoit. 

Then he watched for an opportunity to let Mabel know of his pres- 

“€nce. Fortune favored him. : 

He succeeded in getting the canoe and then réturnéd to the bank. 
To his joy he found that the bushmen had ina body retired into the 
cave, leaving only two of their number with the girl. 

‘ One of these was busy on the raft. The other sat not far from her, 

engaged in gnawing a bone like a hungry dog. 

With the utmost.of care Stanley now began to creep towards the 
fire. The bushman’s back was turned to him. 

He trusted to fortune that the fellow on the raft should not see him. 

But just at that moment Mabei turned her gaze upon him. 

It was a critical moment. 

For an icstant her lips parted as if to emit a cry of great joy. Then 
her face regained its mobility and one finger was pressed to her lips. 

{t was arare bit of sense upon her part, and showed great self- 
command. 

As for Stanley, he stood like one in a spell, looking at her. 

Her transcendent beauty for a moment held him spellbound. But 
the critical nature of the situation brought him to himself. 

He made a swift gesture to her and then crept on. 

But it was impossible to evade the keen sense of intuition possessed 
by the bushman. Suddenly’he whirled like a flash and confronted 
Stanley. . 

For a moment the two deadly foes stood facing each other thus. 


CHAPTER XI. 
CAPTURE OF MARTEL. 


FRANK READE, JR., Was astounded at sight of the strange beast 
which had appeared from the Australian bush. 

‘* Be me sowl!” cried Barney, wildly. ‘* Did yez iver see the loikes?” 

As for Pomp, he stood with mouth agape. 

It was a giant creature truly, and in buiid resembled very much the 
giraffe of Africa. | 

Fully twenty feet in height, it towered above the adventurers like a 
veritable Jumbo of its species. eae 

It seemed to be a herbivorous animal, feeding upon the tree 
tops, and Frank saw at once that it doubtless was a rare specimen of 
a species supposed by zoologists to be for centuries extinct. 

‘‘ Be me sowl, it’s a mollygobbler!” screamed Barney, spring to the 
lever. ‘* Sure, it'll ate us all up.” 

‘¢ Hold on!” cried Frank. ‘ Don’t start the machine yet.” 

Frank believed that they were at a sufficient distance from the mon- 
ster to be safe. Moreover he was desirous of scrutinizing the strange 
animal. 

Ic remained in its first position at sight of the Buckboard and seem- 
ed to regard the machine in surprise and not a little of alarm. 

Frank studied the creature a moment. Then he picked up his 
rifle. 

‘‘ Let us try a shot at it,” he cried, and pulled the trigger. 

, Crack! 

The beast threw up its head and emitted a loud roar. Then without 
further comment it turned and incontinently fled. 

Frank sprung to the lever and sent the machine after it. 

Truly, this was rare sport—hunting animals of a prehistoric age, 
and long ago supposed to be extinct. 

But the machine was barred by the density of the brush. The giant 
beast made good its escape to Frank’s keen regret. 

‘* That is too bad!” he cried. ‘* I would much have liked to know 
what manner of creature it was.” 

‘« Begorra, I’ve seen sich a thing in me dreams!” exploded Barney, 


 ¢* but sure I’ve niver seen the loikes awake!” 


** Golly, I done fink if dat old chap should a-hit dis yer Buckboard 
with his feet, he’d hab sent us chilluns to kingdom come!” averred 
Pomp. 
= No doubt of that,” said Frank, with a langh, ‘‘ but such creatures 
generally do not have the courage.” 

The Buckboard now followed along the base of the hills for a ways. 

Suddenly Frank saw the glimmer of water just ahead. 

‘¢ That’s queer,” he muttered. °‘ Ifit is a stream, where can it come 
from?” 

He quickened speed, and very soon the mystery was solved. 

The Buckboard came out of adeep growth of bush, and was brought 
to a stop upon the banks of a wide and deep creek or small river. . 

What was more, this stream flowed out of a high arched cavern in 
the mountain wall. 

Frank understood the case at once. 

‘¢ This is the same stream which flows through the inner valley!” he 
cried, ‘* I understand it now!” 

‘* Begorra, mebbe the spalpeens escaped be this same way,” cried 
Barney. 

The same thought had occurred to Frank. 

‘* Perhaps so!” be agreed. 

Then ke opened the curtain of the Buckboard and stepped out. He 
went down to the river’s edge. 

Here he could lcok up into the cavern for some ways to where it 
took a bend. ° 

The water surged down through it quite rapidly. But now Frank 
was rewardedewith a startling discovery. 

Thie was in the shape of a number of footprints in the sand by the 
water’s edge. 

They were quite distinct and plainly the footprints of the natives. 

‘* Ah,” he muttered, ‘‘ they made a landing here. That explairs 
much.” Z ; 

He examined the footprints attentively. Then he looked again into 
the cavern. 

He was given a mighty start of surprise. 

Around the bend in the cavern there had shot into view a small 
raft. Upon it were four men. 

Three of them were blacks and one was a white man. 

An instant comprehension of the truth flashed upon Frank, He 
sprang back with a sharp cry. : : 

The men on the raft had not seen him. Herushed back to the 
machine. 


‘*Run her into the bush, Barney,” he cried. ‘Get her out of sight. 


We have a’golden opportunity to bag our game.” 


‘«Shure, sor,” cried the astonished Celt, ‘‘ phwat is it?” 

‘‘Never mind. Doas I tell you and then come down here with 
your rifle.” 

Barney at once obeyed. ; 

A moment later he was with Frank by the riversid . 

Then the young inventor explained the situation. 

‘*T believe it is Martel!” he cried. ‘‘If we could only capture him I 
am sure that we can secure the captive girl.” 

‘«Shure, sor, we'll do it!” cried Barney. : 

So the two watchers crouched down in the bush and waited for the 
raft to appear. 

Very soon it shot out of the cavern. The four occupants poled it to 
the shore. Then the white man sprang out upon the bank, =~ 


~ 


»- “To get the girl. 


* You would not return.” 
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As he stood there a tall, powerful man, with, bard, cruel features, 
Frank recognized him from description as Martél, 

The young inventor gazed somewhat curiously at the villain. 
Truly, he was a perfect type of the brute. 

Upon springing ashore, Martel reined a shower of curses upon the 
blacks and crieu: 

**Go on down to the sand bar. 
here!” 

The three bush natives obeyed. The raft went on down with the 
current. 

Martel watched them until a bend in the river hid them from sight. 
Then he turned, 

But as he did so it was to come face to face with Frank Reade, Jr. 

It was a tableau. 

Frank held a revolver carelessly in his hand, and Barney stood at 
his shoulder. Martel turned livid. ) 

‘The devil!” he gasped. : 

‘‘The devil is not here,” said Frank, coolly, ‘‘ bat no doubt he will 
claim you some day.” 

A hiss escaped the villain’s. lips. His form quivered as if fora 
spring, but Frauk coolly brought. the revolver up on a level with his 
heart. 

‘*Hands up!” 

Martel hesitated. 

‘The revolver hammer clicked ominously. Slowly the villain obeyed, 
A deadly light of baffied hatred shone in his eyes. 

‘* Who the devil are you?” 

‘Tam Frank Reade, Jr.” 

‘« Curses!” 

‘““The tables are turned, my friend. 
power.” 

‘* Bah! with a mney of my fingers I can bring a hundred men here 
in & moment.” 

** And with the slightest pressure of my finger!” declared Frank. 
‘*] can blow you into eternity.” 

‘* Will you do it?” 

‘* No.” 


Wait for me there. I will stop 


It looks as if you were in my 


‘* Why do you spare my life? I would not spare yours.” 
‘*]T have a purpose!” . 
** What is it?” 
‘*T want the release of the girl whom you hold captive.” 
‘*Perdition! I will never give it.” 
‘* Then you will die!” 
Frank’s eye glanced along the barrel. But he did not fire. In spite 
of his bravado the villain cowered. 
‘* Well!” he gritted, ene, ‘*how can I compromise? You must 
pay me some ransom.’ 
“Not a cent!” 
‘Well, all right. I will. accept the terms.” 
‘* Good! produce the girl!” 
The villain took a step backward. 
‘“‘ Where are you going?” 


Frank laughe sardonically. 
**Do you think I’m a fool?” ha asked. 
** What do you mean?” 


‘*Won’t ye take my word?” 

‘Not for a cent!” 

‘‘ Well, then,” growled the wretcl, ‘*‘ What are ye going to do about 
it? I can’t do nuthin’ else.” 

** Yes, you can.” 

“What?” ; 

‘** Recall one of your minions and send him after her. When you 
deliver her safe and sound into our hands, life and liberty are yours. 
Not until then!” 

Martel indulged in a, storm of curses, 
cede to this demand. 

‘* Barney!” said Brank, coolly. ‘* Pat the maaacles on him!” 

Barney advanced with a pair of handcuffs in his hands. 

It was but a moment’s work to secure the villain’s writs. 

‘* Now,” said Frank, coolly, ‘‘ we'll take you aboard the machine.” 

Martel made no resistance now; but there was a leering, furtive 
expression in his eyes. 

Very soon all were on board the Buckboard. The villain was placed 
in,the rear compartment. Frank went forward to the battery. 

He had decided upon a prompt move, , 

He knew that only the most extreme of measures would compel 
Martel to come to terms. 

** V’ll break his temper,” chuckled the young inVentor. 

He drew a coil of wire from a locker and connected it with a disc.” 
He denned some insulated gloves, and then connected the wire with 
the dynamos. 

Back to the machine’s rear SamRP PF en an he went. Barney stripped 
the feet of the villain. 

‘* Martel,” said Frank, sternly, ‘Iam going to take severe meas- 
ures with you. Once again, will you give up the girl?” 

‘* Not unless ye trust to my word to fetch her,” gritted the villain. 

Frank said no more. 

He applied the dise to the villain’s feet. 

The effec: was thrilling. A loud yell of agony pealed from his lips. 

Again and again Frank applied the disc. 

But it was not until the sixth trial that Martel gave in. Then he 
was like a witpead cur. 


He obstinately refused to ac- 


€ 





‘*T give in!” he gritted. ‘‘Let up! T’ll do what you say.” 
. * Good for you!” said Frank grimly. ‘‘The sooner you do it the 
etter.’ 
Martel took a whistle from his pocket. 
shrill blasts upon the air. 
Soon a distant answer came back. 
Five—ten minutes elapsed. Then a number of blacks appeared 


Again and 4gain he sent 


upon the banks of the stream. 


Martel called one of them to the niechine and gave him orders. 
The native quickly departed. 
It looked like a victory for Frank. Reade, Jr., and the Electric 
Buckboard. 


sf 


¢ CHAPTER XII. 
STANLEY AND MABEL ESCAPE. 


Bur Frank had not yet done with the villain. 

‘* Martel,” he said, sternly, “I’m going to ask you a question, and 
I want you tell me the truth.” 

‘¢ Well?” replied the felfow, sullenly. 

‘* Have you another prisoner?” 

Martel looked surpriseds 

‘¢ No,” he replied. 

“« Are you telling me the truth?” 

‘¢ Of course I am!” 

s* One of our party, a youn 
peared last night. 
ed?” 

Martel’s face lit up. 7 

‘* Oh, 1 remember!” he cried. ‘* Wall, I reckoned he was drown- 


man named Stanley Martin, disap- 
Can you tell me whether he was S captured or kille 


ed. ” 

“ Drowned?” ° 

‘Yes. My men chased him inter ther creek. He went Cown, but _ 
didn’t come up.” | 

** Are you sure of that?” 

¢¢ Yas.” 


Tt was terrible to think of. 
‘* His parents will be heart 


Frand turned aside to hide his emotion. 

‘* Poor Stanley is gone!” he muttered. 
broken!” 

Barney and Pomp were deeply affected by the report. 
much liked by all. 

Time went by. It seemed an age before the reply came, to the mes- 
sage sent by Martel. 

hen a distant whistle was heard. 

‘* There he is!” cried the villain. 

He answered the whistle, A short while later the same black who 
had gone upon the errand, appeared in the clearing by the river. 

He approached the machine rapidly. 

- Well, ” growled Martel, ‘‘ whar’s the girl?” 

The black was alone. He made a gesture of dismay. 

‘* She gone!” he gaid, in rude English. 

“Gone!” roared Martel. ‘* What do you mean?” 

The black then explained that she had been stolen away by some 
one in their absence; that she was out af their hands, 

The fury of Martel krew no bounds. He raved like a madman, and 
stormed furiously about the vicinity as well as he could, with his 
hands manacled. 

But he was not any more astonished than was Frank Reade, Jr. 
The young inventor was puzzled. ‘ 

What did it mean? / 

Who had rescued Mabel? Then like a revelation - thrilling thought 
came to him. Was it Martin? 

Hac he escaped and accomplished the grandest of acts? Frank 
was willing to believe it. 

‘“« He is certainly a hero,” he muttered, ‘' if he has done that thing. 
But where are they row?” 

‘* Wall,” said Martel, turning to Frank, ‘what are you goin’ to do 
about it? The girl ain’t in my hands.” 

‘¢T shall wait until she is found,” replied Frank. 

‘¢ But ye ain’t going to keep me prisoner, are ye?” 

‘* Why, certainly.” 

‘¢ But hang it, it’3 a great damage to me, I must get away from 
here.” 

“ T don’t know any good reason why I should respect your feelings 
in the matter,” said Frank. ‘ If I were in your power I should expect 
scant mercy. I do not intend to use you unjustly.” 


Staaley was 
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‘«Curse ye! I’lf come square with ye if I have ter rise from the dead | 


to do it!” raved the villain. 

Frank had now decided to leave the spot. 

He had in a measure guessed at the likkely course pursued by Mar- 
tin. 

If he had drifted down the river into the cavern, very likely, after 
rescuing Mabel be had kept on and emerged at this very spot. 

In that event he was very likely far down the stream somewhere, 

Therefore Frank decided to follow on down through the plain. 


So he shut down the curtains with a snap, leaving Martel in the rear 


compartment. 

The Buckboard started upon its course, but at that moment a show- 
er of poisoned darts came rattiing against the curtains. 

Of course no harm was done. 

But glancing back through a Joopiole Frank saw a legion of the 
wretches swarming int the open. 

But the Buckboard s@on left them in the rear. 
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Straight on down the course of the little stream went the machine at 
full speed. 


Let us return to the cavern and to brave Stanley Martin whom we 
left face to face with the bushman who was guarding the captive 


irl. 
The situation was a thrilling one and to a man possessed of less 


' goolness of nerve, it would have been serious inceed. 


* 


But Stanley acted with great promptness and courage. , 

The bushman’s lips were parted to give the yell of warning and his 
hand was upon his dagger. 

But swifter than thonght Stanley sprung forward. He had no weap- 
on of any kind but his fist came in contact with the bushrian’s skull. 

The fellow went down as if kicked by a horse. Not a whimper es- 
caped his lips so timely was the blow. : 

Then Stanley with both hands extended sprang toward the captive 

irl. 
. For the first time their glances met. Was itintuition or a natural 
attraction that instinctively drew each toward the other. The mag- 
net of love at first sight seemed to here have found verification. 
Neither ever forgot the sensation of that first meeting. 

‘* Courage, Miss Harcourt. I am here to rescue you,” said Stanley, 
in thrilling tones. ‘‘I am Stanley Martin, a stranger but a friend.” 

‘« Heaven be praised!” exclaimed Mabel, fulsomely. ‘‘ I have pray- 
ed for this, and my supplication has found answer.” 

‘* You are strong?” 

‘* Yes!” 

«Then come with me. We have no time to lose. I fear—ah!” 

At that moment the bushman on the raft turned his head that way. 
The result was exciting. 

The fellow sent up a yell that made the arches of the cavern ring. 
For a moment Stanley’s blood seemed freezing in his veins. 

But he quickly recovered. He dragged rather than led Mabel across 
the cavern to the bank of the stream. 

The bushman had seized his blow pipe and sent a poison dart ai 
Stanley. 

It struck him full and fair in the side. 

Had it not been for the armor that moment would have been his 
last. He instinctively realized the risk of the situation for his fair 
companion. A 

Should one of the deadly darts hit her—he shut his teeth together 
with a snap and picked her up bodily jn his arms. 

Down the bank he sprang. 

‘« Lie down in the canoe!” he cried. 
those darts.” ; 

‘* But you!” she asked, with a light of fear in her eyes, 

‘‘T am protected. I wear a suit of armor.” 

Out into the pool shot the canoe. Stanley bent to the paddle. 

The bushmen came in hot pursuit. The answering cries of the 
others could be heard. 

There was no time to lose. 

The blacks’ cauoe came swiftly after Stanley. The latter saw that a 
collision was imminent. He was hardly prepared for a fight at close 
quarters. 

Oh, for a pistol that he might check the career of the fellow at once! 
He did not fear for himself but for his fair charge. 

Lustily Stanley bent to the paddle. Mabel crouched low in the light 
craft. 

But now the firelight began to die out and they plunged into the 
marky darkness of the subterranean cavern. 

Swift rapids caught the light craft and carried it at rapid speed 
down the stream. This was the last that Stanley saw of his pursuer. 

After a time the young New Yorker berame satisfied that he had 
distanced him. For a long time both sat in silence in the canoe. 

They finally began to talk. Stanley described how he had chanced 
to become her rescuer, told her of the electric Buckboard and of Frank 
Reade, Jr. 

She listened with deepest interest. ; 

‘*Oh, you Americans are wonderful people!” she cried. 

Then she told of her adventures and her persecution by her captors. 
But from the first she had clung to the belief that she would be res- 
cued. 

Thus chatting time passed rapidly to the two young people. 
were suddenly aroused, however, by an unlooked for happening. 

The canoe suddenly struck an obstacle and stopped. Stanley put 
his hand over the~gunwale and felt that they had grounded upon a 
‘rock. ’ 

Then he drew a match from his pocket and lit it. By its transient 
light he saw that they were at a junction where the ‘creek divided its 
waters. 

Which way should they go? 

Stanley dislodged the canoe and chose the left hand course. He 
little knew at the moment that by so doing he had saved their lives. 

For far down the right hand passage was another underground ren- 
dezvous of the bushmen. And there they woula have encountered 
Martel. . | 

It was not long now before the light canoe came out into the open 
air. It was the break of day. 

Stanley allowed the canoe to drift on down the stream for some 
miles. Then reckoning that there were beyond pursuit, he ventured 
to go ashore. 


‘* You must not be struck by 


They 


[THE 


He made a fire by which to dry their damp clothing. Two hours 
later Stanley said: \ 

‘* Really, lam in a quandary. Which direction shall we take? We 
cannot safely remain here.” 

‘*Home is to the westward,” said Mabel. ‘‘I think if we were to 
make a detour by yonder spur of the mountains we may find a pass 
by which to reach the bush plain beyond.” 

‘‘Mercy on us!” exclaimed Stanley, with perturbation, ‘‘ you can 
never stand it to walk thither!” 

‘*Oh, yes I can!” , 

‘*You had better let me find a safe hiding place for you. Then I 


will go on and hunt up my friends and the machine.” 


‘*‘Girls in Australia are 


‘*Ob, 1 am strong!” she cried, lightly. 
Do not fear for me.” 


trained to walk long distances. 
So they set forth. 
Mabel proved as good as her word. For some hours they kept on. 
Then suddenly a distant welcome sound was heard. It was a rum- 
ble which Stanley knew was caused by the wheels of the Buckboard. 
He sent up a shout, which was instantly answered by a rifle shot. 


CHAPTER XIII. 
THE END. 


THE next moment the Buckboard came in sight. 
fortunate chance which had 
tunely. 

Frank had followed the stream down until the canoe and the foot+ 
prints of the fugitives were found. ; 

The.rest was easy. 

The greeting was a warm one. They were quickly on board the 
machine. Martel now clamored for his release. 

‘‘No,” replied Frank. ‘‘I am not under obligations to release you 
now, as the prisoner was rescued,” 

‘* But what are ye going to do with me?” asked the villain, in dis- 
may. 

‘*T am going to deliver you up to Governor Archibald at Keats.” 

‘* But they'll hang me!” 

** Do you not deserve it?” 

In vain the wretch pleaded. Frank was as guod as his word. When 
the Buckboard reached Keats a general ovation was given them. 

ane rescue Of Mabel Harcourt made Leonard Harcourt nigh insane 
with joy. 

The capture of Martel was an achievement of which too much could 
rot be said. Frank Reade, Jr., became a hero, 

For several days the Buckboard remained in Keats. 
was a continuous fete for the travelers. 

' nueD the Backboard went ou its projected trip across Arnhem 
and. 

A book could be written upon the experiences of the party. But as 
this story bas to do only with the rescue of Mabel Harcourt, we will 
not attempt to follow them. 

In due course of time, after the wild region had been pretty well 
explored, the Buckboard returned to Keats. 

Captain Benton with the Raven had put in there for a day upon a 
return trip to Java, 

The Buckboard was therefore once more packed in sections for 
transportation home. ; 

All were sun-burned and hardened by the experience under the 
Australian sun. Their spirits were high. 

But when the hour for sailing came Frank Reade, Jr., and Barney 
and Pomp were given a great surprise. : 

A great crowd had gathered at the wharf to see them off. The 
governor was there, and Mr. Harcourt with Mabel. 

Stanley Martin stood with the Harcourts. Just as the plank was 
about to be drawn, Frank cried: 

‘* Hello, Stanley! Hurry up, or you'll be left!” 

. That is all right, Mr. Reade,” replied the young American, with a 
twinkle in his eye. 

Frank was astonished. 

** What?” he exclaimed. 

‘* That is just it.” 

‘*Bui—how is that?” exclaimed the astonished young inventor. 
‘* What is it for I’d like to know—— Ah!” 

Frank saw the tell-tale color upon Mabel Harcourt’s face. 
indeed, obtuse not to see the point. 

He simply advanced, and said, mock seirously with extended hands: 

‘¢ My blessings go with you. May you always be happy!” 

The crowd caught onto the situation and cheered wildly. Then the 
steamer swung out of the dock, the Buckboard and its travelers were 
homeward bound. 

Frank received pleasant letters from Stanley after arriving safely 
home in Readestown. 

A short while later Stanley and Mabel were married. They are 
coming to America before many days and will surely visit Reades- 
town. 

Leon Martel paid the penalty of his crimes on the scaffold. _ 

Barney and Pomp went back to their duties around the shop. But 
Frank Reade, Jr., indefatigable as ever, at once began work upon a 
new invention, which we may introduce to the reader ina future 
story. And this brings to a propitious end our story. 


It was indeed a 
brought them to this spot so oppor- 


The occasion 


‘You are not going to remain behind?” 


He was, 


END. 
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Napoleon’s Oraculum and Dream Book. 


Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the 
true meaning of almost any kind of dreams, together with 
charms, ceremonies, and curious games of cards. A com- 
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HOW TO DO TRICKS. 
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No. 16. 
HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN. 


Containing ‘full instructions for constructing a window 
garden either in town cr country, and the most approved 
methods for raising beautiful flowers at home. ihe most 
complete book of the kind ever published. Price 10 ceuts. 








No. 17> 
; HOW TO DRESS. 


Containing full instruction in the art of dressing aud ap- 
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tertainment. It contains more for the money than any 
book published. Price 10 cents. 
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lished. It contains full instructions about guns, hunting 
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ful book. Price I0 cents. 
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Fully illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and 
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Every one is desirous of knowing what his future life will 
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7: You can tell by a glance at this iittle book. Buy one 
and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell the fort~ 
unes of your friends. Price 19 cents. 
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Every boy should know how inventions originate. This 
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etc. The most instructive book published. Price 10 cents. 
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ered Behind the Scenes. 

53 Young Sleuth Under the Docks of New York; er, The 
River Thieves and the Keen Detective. 

54 Young Sleuth and the peusterious Doctor; or, A Medi- 


cal Student’s Dark Plo 

55 be Sleuth and the Rival Bank Breakers; or, The 

n Detective’s Girl Decoy. 
56 Young's ‘Sleath’ : Flash Light; or, The Dark Mystery of a 
57 Ronee Sleuth ‘and the mares in the State-Room; or, 
ystery of the Oce 
58 Yeung Sleuth’s Long Trail: or, The Keen Detective 
ter the James Boys. 

59 Young Sleuth’s Terrible Dilemma; or, One Chance in 
One Hundred. 

60 Young Sleuth and the Murder at the Masked Ball; or, 
Fighting the League of the Seven Demons. 


61 Youur Sleuth’s Big Contract; or, Cleaning Out the 
age of f Baltimore. 
62 Tons jeuth Betrayed; or, The welge Detective’s Vil- 


lai 
& Young ‘Sleuth’s Terrible Test; cr, Won at the Risk of 


64 Young Sleuth and the Man With'the Diamond E e 

65 Young Sleuth Accused; or, Held for Anether’s Crime. 
66 Young Slieuth’s Lost Link; or, Finding Lest Evidence. 
67 Yeung as Last Dodge; or, The Keen Detective's 


Greatest Ruse 
68 Yonas Sleuth and and the Female Smuggler; er, Werking 
or“ Uncle " 
69 Yeung Sleuth’s Lightning Changes; or, The Geld Brick 
Gang Taken In. 
70 Young Sleuth and the Orie of Owl Meuntain; er, The 
Ghosts of Blue Rid avern, 


e 
71 Young Sleuth's Snes Egat or, The Keén Detective’s 
72 Young Sleuth’s Sharpe: er, Sharp Work Ameng Sharp 


73 Young Sleuth’s s Seven Signs; or, The Keen Detective’s 
arke 
74 Young Sleuth on the Stage; or, An Act Not en the 


Bills 
15 Young Sleuth at Monte Carlo; or, The Crime ef the 


Oas 

76 Youre ‘Sleuth and the Man with the Tattooed Arm; or, 
Tracking Missing Millions. 

77 Young Sleuth in eaions City; or, Waltzing Wil- 
Jiam’s Dancing Schoo 

78 Fomee Sleuth in Siberia; or, Saving a Young American 

om the Prison Mines. 

79 ¥ cane = Almost Knocked Out; or, Nell Biondin’s 
Desperate Game. ; 

80 Youn Sleuth and Billy the Kid Number Two; or, The 
Hidden Ranch of the Panbandie. 


All the above libraries are for sale by all newsdealers i in the Bue States and Canada, or sent to your address, eukruaia, on receipt 


of price. Address 


P. 0. Box 2780. 





FRANK TOUSEY Publisher a4 & 36 North Moore Street, New» York. 


